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PREFACE. 



Among the most powerful of the Anglo-Saxon nobles 
who survived the fatal Battle of Hastings, none was more 
conspicuous in the frequent but fruitless struggles they mad^ 
for the recovery of their liberty, than Edric, surnamed the 
Wild or Forester. Grand-nephew to that Edric so infamous 
for his repeated treacheries in the reign of Edmond Ironside, 
and his father the irresolute Ethelred, he inherited those 
vast possessions which, extending on either bank of the 
Severn, joined on to, and formed part of, those provinces 
that submitted in peace to the Conqueror on the one 
hand, and to the independent principalities of Wales on 
the other. Of a bold and restless spirit, devotedly at- 
tached to the memory of Harold, and deeply feeling the 
wrongs his countrymen endured from the insolence of the 
Norman soldiery, he rose more than once or twice in open 
rebellion to the scarce constituted and questionable autho- 
rity of William. The strict alliance and familiar intercourse 
that existed between him and the two Princes who then 
governed the bold and hardy mountaineers of Wales, 
rendered him at all times a formidable enemy; for from 
them he received the same proVecXAow ^xA ^%'s\^^xv^^ '^^ 
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the two Northumbrian chiefs, Morcar and Edwin, did 
from the Scottish King. And we read it was those two 
powerful noblemen in the north, and Edric in the west, 
who exhibited the strongest reluctance to the acknowledg- 
ment of the justice of William's title, and displayed the 
most protracted submission to his rule. Should we en- 
quire further into the results arising from the Battle of 
Hastings, we shall search history in vain for a parallel. 
Indeed we are lost in astonishment, to find that the event of 
one day should cause, we may say the flight of a single 
arrow, should carry on its wing the sudden and mighty 
change that followed the death of England's King on that 
eventful day. The conquest of the same territory cost the 
ancestors of those very Saxons more than a century to effect 
what the Norman chief accomplished in a few hours. This 
then would lead us to consider to what cause to attribute 
such an unparalleled event. The monkish chroniclers of that 
and the succeeding age, in their superstitious but some- 
what equivocal veneration for an oath, are willing to put 
it to the account of the judgment of Heaven upon a 
nation, who, in choosing Harold for their king, had over- 
looked, what in their time was esteemed the very zenith of 
human cupidity, his undeniable perjury in taking possession 
of that (no matter under what circumstances) which he had 
openly sworn to preserve for another. The sincere patriot 
and lover of justice on the other hand, viewing the oflTence 
to be as heinous in the sight of Heaven in the one who had 
by force and fraud extorted the oath, would weep over his 
fate, who seemed formed by nature and habit, by virtue and 
jndustry, to rule over a people that had ev\i\ceA ^>\c\\ ^^- 
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voted attachment to their ancient institutions, which they 
defended with heroic courage and a jealousy of foreign 
innovation, which they entertained with surpassing tenacity. 
The historians and philosophers of a later age would attri- 
bute this mighty revolution to chance, or at most to the 
comparative moral and physical acquirements of the two 
contending parties, or to their political condition. Some 
few writers would ascribe it to an intervening though 
invisible power, and see in the event of that memorable 
day, the means with which an overruling and omniscient 
Being was forging the destinies of a great nation, that 
now rivals in extent and splendour those illustrious ex- 
amples of antiquity ; that He, in his inscrutable wisdom, 
had appointed in their several turns to rise, flourish, and 
decay. 

But these reflections and researches belong to another 
class of writers, and not to the tyro who has dared to 
draw from that part of our history, so little illustrated by 
the images of poesy, the principal characters of his drama. 
Aware of the difficulty of making the interest of a poem^ 
more particularly a play, depend on historical facts alone^ 
the author has further drawn on his imagination^ sterile 
and ungentle as it is, for that which ought to form, if 
not the most prominent^ surely not the least indispensable 
part of the task which he has, with so little regard to 
established usages^ undertaken. But enough, perhaps 
too much, has been said to invite the reader's attentive 
perusal, or court his impartial judgment. Nevertheless^ 
should any inquiry be made as to t\v^ t«a.V Vl\^<3^^ '«s\^ 
ultimate fate oC the hero of iViva ip\ee^,\\V(\ft ^«cv\i^^^^^«^ 
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except that, after repeated rebellions, he was subdued 
in the latter end of the reign of the Conqueror, by one 
Ralph de Mortimer, who dispossessed him of his estates, 
and consequently of the further power to obstruct or mo- 
lest the absolute dominion established by the foreigner 
over the English nation. Whether he met with a pre- 
mature death at the hands of his enemies, or lingered out 
his life in disgrace and destitution, has not been ascer- 
tained. Of his descendants nothing can be said with any 
certainty : if not speedily extinct, his blood may have glided 
down the stream of time in indigence and obscurity, (for 
it was the custom of the early Norman Kings to degrade 
the Anglo-Saxon nobility and gentry,) till it became lost 
in the great ocean of commonalty. On the contrary, should 
the Conqueror — as was his early policy, to gain for his 
fidllowers something like a legal title to the vast estates 
of the most renowned of the nobility, or princes of the 
kingdom, as they may be more properly termed— have 
given the hand of a daughter of this chief in marriage 
to the knight who had the good fortune to subdue him, 
and did from that time enjoy his estates and transmit 
them to his posterity; then may the English reader with 
little diflSculty discover in the Sovereign of these realms 
(to whom and her illustrious Consort be all earthly hap- 
piness !) a lineal descendant of Edric the Forester. 



NOTICE. 



The following attempt at dramatic production was in 
the hands of the management of Drury-Lane Theatre, 
where, as the Author sincerely believes, it was read with 
all proper attention. 

On its return, in the most polite and civil manner to 
him, among other observations by no means ungratifying, it 
was not attempted to hide that another Play bearing a 
similar title was in their possession. Thinking such a 
circumstance more than commonly remarkable, in justice 
to himself, and at the instigation of others who have 
themselves been before the public, and whose names are 
enrolled in the annexed list of subscribers^ the Author 
has, perhaps with too much presumption, taken the pre- 
sent bold step. 

If in his endeavour to depict the passions, good and 
evil, that are frequently known to actuate the breasts of 
either sex, he should have transgressed in rendering that 
deformed which all wish to behold unblighted, the Author 
can only throw himself on the judgment of a discrimi- 
nating public for the truth or inaccuracy of his delinea- 
tion ; and on their mercy for the many other errors that 
may be contained in the humble effort which he now 
most respectfully submits to them. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



NORMANS. 

FiTZOSBERN, Regent of the Kingdom, 

FiTZALLAN,* his Friend. 

Hubert de Brient, Governor of Shrewsbury Castle. 

SAXONS. 

Edric the Forester. 

GURTH, his Gleeman and confidential Servant. 

Doctor. 



RoLLANjf 

Blethwy 



\two Welch Princes, Friends to Edric. 

Nj 



Countess, Wife ofHid^ert and Sister to Fitzosbern. 

Constance,! _ _ 

>her Daughters. 
Adela, J 

Warders, Attendants, Soldiers, Artizans, &c. 

ScE^K— principally at Shrewsbury and the neighbourhood. 
Act Y,— partly in Wales, with a view of Snowdon. 



* The real name of this Norman Chief is Fitzscrob or Fitzscrope ; vide 
M. Augrustin Thierry, in his " History of the Norman Conquest,'* a work of 
great research and authority, first published in Paris, 1825. 

f This is spelt Rowallan ; but the Author not understanding the Welch 
language, he has presumed to abbreviate it as above. 
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ACT L 

SCENE I. 
In front of Edric^s residence, on the banks of the Severn. 

Enter Rollan and Blethwyn. 

ROLLAN. 

The silent, dark, and melancholy night 
Creeps sluggishly away ; and now the mists, 
Shedding their dewy incense on our vales. 
Ascend the mountain's top, to welcome first 
The joyous, bright, and spirit-stirring day : 
Then, that we lack no sport, ere yet the sun 
Dissolve in thinner air these mountain mists. 
Or noisy woodman rouse the slum'bring deer, 
Blethwyn, do thou a fleet and stalwart stag 
Track from the herd, ere they begin to browse ; 
When from his fellows thou hast led him far, 
Sound out thy bugle ,- Edric and myself 
Will mounted seek thee, and cheer on the pack. 

BLETHWYN. 

I will do so— but, Rollan, art thou sure 
That Edric hunts to-day ? To me it seems 
He cares not for the sporl *, \T\d^^dLW%\o^\. 
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That cheer of mind and buoyancy of soul, 
Which made him foremost in the fight or chase. 

ROLLAN. 

I have observed as much : but 'tis his mood 
At times to ponder o'er his country's wrongs. 
Seeking the means by which he might restore 
Her native Princes to their father's throne, 
And sweep these Norman robbers from the land. 

BLETHWYN. 

I know his daring spirit, and I know 

His cherish'd hatred to our foreign foes. 

As well as I had thought his country's weal 

And Harold's banish'd children form'd the knot 

That bound him ever to his English friends. 

Then tell me, RoUan, what can be the cause 

He now so often communes with himself, 

Shunning those friends, who, for their ancient rights. 

Would follow him to danger and to death ? 

ROLLAN. 

Blethwyn, in truth I know of none myself. 
Save that since last from Shrewsbury he came. 
Where Norman Hubert holds his feudal sway, 
These thoughtful fits have been more rife upon him. 
But see, the morning's waxing on apace ; 
The sky, like joyful maiden, blushes with delight. 
Her bridegroom fast approaching : priHhee haste. 
Ere yet the bounding herd have sought the stream ; 
I'll to his chamber, and he shall but choose 
To follow in the soul-enlivening sport. 

[^ExenrU separately . 
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SCENE II. 

An apartment in Edric*s residence, Edric reclining, 

EDRIC. 

'Tis useless all ; in vain I lay me down, 

And court kind nature's boon, refreshing sleep ; 

The mind resists ; thoughts teeming thro' the brain, 

Like rushing waters in a narrow sea. 

Forbid her entrance here : then farewell. Sleep, 

Until with iron hand thou cliain'st me down. 

How strange a thing is man I but yesterday 

Hate and revenge were foremost in my thoughts. 

To strife and war all stirring up my soul ; 

To-day forgotten, and instead of which. 

Soft, pleasing visions flit across my brain, 

Disposing all to harmony and peace. 

What then in me has wrought this wondrous change ? 

Nought but the sympathy of woman's love : 

And such a woman too ! not Eve herself, 

Perfect and spotless from her Maker's hand. 

Could be more pure, more beautiful than this. 

Yet am I sworn to extirpate their race ; 

This hand's already red with Norman blood. 

Fighting to overthrow oppression's yoke ; 

And now the people's eyes are turn'd on me, 

Claiming their ancient freedom at my hands. 

ROLLAN f without J. 

What ho ! my Lord — Edric, art thou stirring ? 

EDRIC. 

Rollan, is't thee ? nay, stand not upon form. 
But pri'tbee enter. 

Enter rollan. 

How is't w\lh lUe^^ E»4Vvi\ 
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EDRIC. 

Well, RoUan, well, — accoutred for the chase ? 
Why thou outstrip'st the sun ! I would that I 
Could from ray bosom tear away ray cares. 
And joyfully erabrace the noble sport. 

ROLLAN. 

I've known the time when neither thought nor care 
Could stay young Edric from the echoing field. 
When, like the lightning darting through the air. 
He and his courser flew across the plain. 

EDRIC. 

Thou dost mistake me, RoUan, if thou think'st 
I ever lost my ardour for the chase : 
But when I see my country desolate, 
O'errun by vile, rapacious foreigners. 
Her sons the sport of insolence and scorn, 
Her wives and daughters ravish'd in their homes, 
'Tis time, methinks, all pleasures to forego. 
And brace our actions to some nobler aim. 

ROLLAN. 

'Tis time indeed ; — what good then can arise 
By tamely brooding o'er these mighty wrongs ? 
Be up and stirring— Blethwyn and myself. 
With troops of hardy Welchmen at our beck, 
Will help thee drive these devils home again. 

EDRIC. 

Of thine and his devotion to our cause 
I am assured ; and yet I tell thee more : 
Morcar and Edwin, the Northumbrian chiefs, 
Back'd by King Malcolm and his noble Thanes, 
Have promised me their aid ; and Waltheof, he 
By blood my cousin, who hitherto has lived 
In the full sunshine of the Norman's smiles, 
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Has been won over to our sacred cause — 
That cause, the cause of liberty and truth ; 
Then, if we be but to each other true. 
We'll shake the spoiler from his lofty seat. 

ROLLAN. 

Why dost thou doubt the truth of any one 
Who in such holy capse would stake his life, 
So he regained his country's liberty ? 

EDRIC. 

'Tis not their truth I doubt, or love of fame. 
For fame and freedom must together live ; 
But 'tis the bane of this distracted realm 
To be the constant prey of adverse factions. 
Which to controul requires some master mind. 

ROLLAN. 

Thou want'st a Harold now to rule the state. 

EDRIC. 

Rollan^ thou'rt right — a master spirit his. 
That took possession of a form as fine, 
A mind as noble, and a heart as brave. 
As ever ruled a fierce but happy people. 

ROLLAN. 

It was a grievous loss when he was slain. 

EDRIC. 

To me indeed a loss; he was my friend. 

Sincere and open, as he was to all 

That prize their country and her ancient laws. 

ROLLAN. 

Well, my good Lord, it is of no avail 
Here to lament what cannot be recall'd. 
Rise and revenge his fall : until thou c^nst, 
Until thy measures ripen, cast away 
These moody fits, and Join ws \u \\\e eowc^^^ 
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'Twill whet thine ardour for some future fight. 

But hark ! I hear the animating sound ; \_Bugle sounds. 

'Tis Blethwyn's merry horn, the stag's afoot ; 

Our restless horses^ neighing In their stalls. 

Call for their riders, and the busy pack 

With wistful look await the well-known cry ; 

The sun is up and woos us to be gone. 

EDRIC. 

'Twere peevish to refuse so sworn a courser, 
And I confess I can but catch thine ardour.— 
What ho ! without there ! saddle my sorrel, 
For once V\\ be persuaded ; and, Rollan, 
My rich domains against thy mountain lands 
I shall outvie thee in this merry course. 

ROLLAN. 

Agreed: but first we'll snatch a hasty meal, 
And then to horse ; let them remain who will. 

EDRIC. 

Bid them prepare, and I will quick be with thee. 

[JExeunt separately. 



SCENE III. 

An apartment in Shrewsbury Castle, 

Enter Hubert de Brient and Countess. 

HUBERT. 

By letters here, front London now received, 
I find the King has sail'd for Normandy, 
Leaving the rule of this half-conquer'd Isle 
With powerful Nobles, turbulent and proud. 
In Bishop Odo's and Fitzosbern's \iawd8. 
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COUNTESS. 

How fares my brother — is Fitzosbern well ? 

HUBERT. 

He is ; and more, ere many days elapse, 
Expect to see him here, at Shrewsbury. 

COUNTESS. 

Indeed, so sudden ! what does call him forth ? 
What great emergency can lead him now 
To such a distance from the seat of rule ? 

HUBERT. 

I cannot tell thee, save with his renown 
To strike fresh terror in the neighbouring Welch, 
Who, with the Forester, again are leagued, 
Threatening our new possession of the land. 

COUNTESS. 

Then he comes arm'd ? 

HUBERT. 

Yes, with a retinue 
Of full five hundred men. 1 know not yet 
To what extent his army will increase. 
Or to what purpose 'tis to be applied ; 
But this I know, that restless discontent 
And secret rancour to our name and rule 
Pervade the Saxon race : strong symptoms these 
Of coming storms, which a sagacious chief 
Would well descry, and, ere they burst, prevent. 

COUNTESS. 

Alas ! methought this sad turmoil had ceased. 
That war had turn'd his hideous face away. 
That smiling Peace, with plenty in her lap. 
Had shed once more her influence o'er the land : 
Na/, even now the nation weata «l c^Xm 
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As soft and perfect as the blue above, 
When its serenity no cloud disturbs. 

HUBERT. 

Aye^ such a calm as skilful seamen fear^ 
A calm in which the direst storms are brew'd> 
One that would lull a Cerberus to sleep. 
'Ti& the bright sun in Winter's gloomy depth 
Makes us forget its black, tempestuous frowns, 
When he but serves to give the viper birth ; 
E'en so conspiracy is hatch'd and form'd 
In seeming silent^ quiet times of peace. 

COUNTESS. 

What hast thou heard, that thus thou dost conclude . 
The Saxon Nobles 'gainst our rule conspire ? 

HUBERT. 

Nought that I know, but much that I suspect. 
This Edric is a shrewd and wary foe ; 
To other pow'rful Earls by blood allied, 
And by the common people much beloved. 

COUNTESS. 

But he was once in favour with the King, 
And I have heard Fitzosbern say, this Earl, 
More than them all, possess'd a loyal heart, 
And many noble qualities besiides. 
Well fitting him for place of high command. 

HUBERT. 

Therefore the greater danger : such as he 
Give to conspiracy a substance, form, 
A shew of truth and justice on its side, 
Which more ignoble men could ne'er impart, 
Andj like his native curs, can not be won' 
J^f shew of love from that he lias espov\sed. 
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COUNTESS. 

Thou seem'st to know him then ; can it be he 
Who twice has worshipp'd at St. Julian's shrine, 
Without attendants and in plain attire^ 
Yet wore an air of dignity and birth ? 

HUBERT. 

I know him not — but why, Maud, dost thou ask ? 

COUNTESS. 

'Twas such an one as I have now described. 
That did our daughters courteously address 
When they had paid devotion to the Saint, 
And who with tongues, as homeward they return'd. 
Vied with each other in the Saxon's praise. 

HUBERT. 

The mere outpourings of two youthful hearts ; — 
But, Maud, have care, for id Fitzosbern's train 
Come many a gallant noble who has won 
Chivalrous honours in the courts of France. 

COUNTESS. 

And in good time — our daughter Constance comes. 

Enter Constance. 
I fear my presence is, just' now, ill timed, 

HUBERT. 

Constance, thy name was last upon our lips. 

CONSTANCE. 

I trust in nought have I my sire displeased. 

HUBERT. 

No, my dear child, thy duty and thy love 

A source of joy to us have ever been. 

And doubtless will continue, for thy mind 

Reflects the virtue of thy mother here ; — 

But where my Adela? is't often tlvu^ 

You walk apart ? her gay and yo\jAX\^\iW^«^V. 
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An elder sister's guidance may require, 
And with affection grateful would requite. 

CONSTANCE. 

I do not know but I have ever shown 
To her that pure, ingenuous, tender love 
That Nature first implanted in our hearts. 

HUBERT. 

'Tis true, my child, that Nature is the source 
From whence the genial current takes its rise, 
Which, the hearths soil to cleanse and fertilize. 
Should e'er be nourished with the fondest care. 
Nicely distinguishing the points to which 
Its course it tends: forbearings mutual. 
Anticipations true, attentions kind. 
Whereby those noxious weeds, love's greatest foes. 
Envy and spite, should newer have their growth. 

CONSTANCE. 

This admonition how have I deserved. 
This sad rebuke ? dearest mother, tell me, 

COUNTESS. 

Nay, Constance, nay, thy father meant to shew 
The way to keep each other's love most true, 
Against the time that may divide your lots. 

HUBERT. 

I spoke in love, not anger, Constance dear : 
But where didst leave thy sister ? tell me now. 

CONSTANCE. 

Upon the battlements we walk'd to breathe 
The grateful gale that o'er the Severn brings 
Refreshing perfume from the mountain's side : 
The rivers winding, and the woody heights. 
Her eager eye the livelong day would scan ; 
Anon the sound o/* distant huntsman's \iotu 
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Strikes on her ear, awav like bird she flew 

To the tall keep, and reach'd its topmost tow'r — 

But hark, I hear her voice — she comes this way. 

Enter Adela in haste. 
Where is my father, where ? Help, help, oh help ! 

HUBERT. 

Daughter, how now ? what means this sudden fright ? 

ADELA. 

Send out attendants to the river strait, 
A horseman there is floundering for life. 

HUBERT. 

A horseman — who ? is't any of our kin ? 

ADELA. 

Stranger I guess — but stand not upon that. 
Or horse and rider quickly will be lost, 

HUBERT. 

A stranger's cries should not be heard in vain ! 

\_Exit Hubert in haste, 

ADELA. 

I hope he'll gain the shore, but much I fear. 

The current's strong, and horse and man near spent. 

COUNTESS. 

How is't that thou the horseman first discern'd ? 

ADELA. 

I heard the huntsman's horn— ran to the tow'r, 
From thence beheld a noble antler'd stag 
Spring from the covert, by the hounds sore press'd. 
His ample sides reeking with foam and dirt ; 
Into the stream he plunged, and boldly swam, 
The yelping bloodhound following in his track : 
He had not reach'd this hither shore, wlve\vcx\fts» 
Of single huntsman, cheenwg, ow V\\^ ^^^> 
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Next caught mine ear ; his courser's side with whip 

And spur he plied until he gain'd the bank, 

A moment gaz'd^ then undaunted follow'd : 

At first I thought and hoped success would crown 

His noble darings — but out^ alas ! he bodg'd^ 

And, trembling for his life, I hastened here. 

COUNTESS. 

Could'st thou not tell his nation or degree ? 

ADELA. 

His garb was Saxon, and methought he bore 
A strong resemblance to the unknown Knight 
Who at St. Julian's shrine we twice have seen. 

CONSTANCE, 

Was 't not thy fears now, sister, made thee see 
The courteous stranger in the drowning Knight ? 

ADELA. 

And, sister Constance, what if thou art right ? 
Were it a hind thou once had glanced upon, 
Would not his peril cause thee some alarm ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Yes, but methinks the stranger's handsome form. 
His courteous manner, and his ardent gaze, 
Were not forgotten when my sister saw. 
Or thought she saw, the Saxon in the stream. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay, Constance, reddqn not thy sister's cheek,— 
Humanity alone would dictate this. 

^ • * ADELA. 

Oh ! let me go, and see if he be safe. 

CONSTANCE. 

Humanity and love are close allied. 

COUNTESS. 

Here comes Fitzallan — be will tell us all. 
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-Bw^er FiTZALLAN. 

Well, ladies three, we have him safe at last. 

ADELA. 

Thanks, good Fitzallan — has he suffered much ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Why, gentle Adela, 'tis hard to say ; 

Heat and fatigue have stoutly tried his frame, 

Which time and 'tendance haply will restore. 

COUNTESS. 

Could'st thou not tell his quality or kind ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Oh, he's of noble blood ; — his graceful limbs. 
His bold and honest front, his beauteous eye. 
Pronounce him one above the common sort. 

COUNTESS. 

Then where is he bestowed ? one of his rank 
Should have attention due. Where is my lord ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Against the outward wall the quarry tum'd to bay, 
And 'till with this my dagger I had reach'd 
The blood-hound's heart, who fain his tooth would flesh 
In the broad haunches of the noble stag — 

COUNTESS. 

Peace, peace, Fitzallan ! we speak not of the stag. 

ADELA. 

What of the horseman, is he safe or not? . 

FITZALLAN. 

I claim your pardon, gentle ladies all, 
I could not think a low-bred Saxon hind 
Would cause such interest in a Norman breast, 
Eh, Adela ? 
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ADELA. 

I did not know that hinds^ 
Saxon or Norman, follow 'd in the chase 
On coursers swift, richly caparison'd. 

COUNTESS. 

'Tis not for thee. Sir Knight, thus to condemn 
A man of Saxon blood, hind though he be; 
The hate thou'st ever shewn them will not tend 
To thine own honour, or the nation's weal. 

HUBERT {without). 

Bear him to the nearest chamber ; let him have 
Instant attendance from the neighbouring town : 
Should he shew signs of life, let me be call'd. 

Re-enter Hubert. 

ADELA. 

Alas! I fear'd his rash attempt's result. 

COUNTESS. 

He may recover yet— 

CONSTANCE. 

Is there no hope ? 

HUBERT. 

None as I think ; for thrice he was immersed 
In the deep stream, where runs the current strong. 
Which to o'ercome did all his efforts scorn, 
Still to his rescue many peasants swam ; 
And had not one, more daring than the rest. 
The costly trappings of the courser cut. 
And held him up until the stream had wash'd 
The horse from under him, he ne'er had reach'd 
The little bark that bore him to the shore. 

COUNTESS. 

Think'st thou to th' country people he is known, 
l^hat thus such strange devotion they should shew ? 
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HUBERT. 

When that I ask'd them of his name and state, 
They smiled and turn'd away, as if they knew 
Somewhat they wish'd not, cared not to reveal. 

FITZALLAN. 

Some rebel chieftain, or marauding Welch, 
Who better had been drown'd as William's foe. 
Than to receive protection from his friends. 

HUBERT. 

Shame, shame, Fitzallan ! — had he come in arras. 
Or sought our fortress as a rebel spy. 
He might have met a rebel's punishment ; 
But coming as he did in search of game, 
And thrown by accident upon our strand. 
He shall have succour, be he friend or foe. 

FITZALLAN. 

Take care thou harbour'st not a viper now. 
Who, when revived, may sting thee for thy pains. 

HUBERT. 

I fear not that : and let me tell thee. Knight, 

The scorn that thou, and other Norman lords, 

Have from the first display'd towards this race. 

Farther has gone to alienate their minds 

From William's sway, — aye, than his foreign birth ; — 

And as the ocean's troubled waves subside 

After a fearful storm, so England would. 

When Hastings' bloody conflict had declared 

For William's side, have sunk in silence down. 

Had but our Norman nobles pour'd the oil 

Of goodly fellowship along the land ! 

Enter Attendant. 
My Lord, the doctor's in attendance now. 
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HUBERT. 

Come, let us in and see if there be hope. 

^Exeunt amnes. 



SCENE IV. 
In front of Edric^s residence^ on the banks of the Severn. 

Enter Rollan and Blethwyn. 

BLETHWYN. 

I marvel much where Edric is bestow'd. 

ROLLAN. 

His courser lack'd not speed nor strength, when I, 
With jaded horse, gave up the hot pursuit. 

BLETHWYN. 

It was a nimble stag ; with what a bound 

He clear'd the brook, dash'd through the woody brake, 

O'ertopping all resistance with the ease 

The swift-wing'd swallow skims it through the air. 

ROLLAN, 

I ne'er saw one so eager in the chase 

As this our Edric — Forester well named — 

For ev'ry gap and ev'ry turn he knew 

As the fleet deer the forest's darkness pierced : 

And then his horse seem'd conscious he was backed 

By one of kindred spirit to direct 

His native energies of power and speed. 

Enter Gurth. 
Is Edric here ? 

ROLLAN. 

Why com'st thou in such haste ? 
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GURTH. 

To seek Lord Edric, and to let him know 
A mighty army hitherward doth march. 
Led by Fitzosbern the great Norman Lord. 

ROLLAN. 

Aye ! Didst thou hear the object of their march ? 

GURTH. 

They are for Wales, as far as I can learn, 
There to avenge the late irruption made 
By the two Princes on the goodly lands 
Fitzallan rules. 

ROLLAN. 

Blethwyn, we must to horse 
This very night, to muster all our strength, 
And meet the Normans e'er they reach the pass. 
Fellow, do thou await Lord Edric here. 
Beshrew the deer that led us far apart ; — 
He will return anon, though may be late. 
For horse and man have had a wondrous dav. 

GURTH. 

Nothing I trust has happen'd to retard 

His homeward journey ; but high up the stream. 

Just where it takes its swift but tortuous course, 

A drowned steed was floated on the bank, 

And, as I thought — tho' crossing there in haste — 

'Twas not unlike the favourite sorrel he 

Was wont to praise as fleetest in the course. 

ROLLAN. 

A sorrel was it ? some mishap has fallen, 
And fatal too, I fear. Woe ! woe ! for Edric, 
For England woe ! if thou, brave heart, be sped — 
This Jsle I'm sure contains i\OTve Viks \.o ^^^» 
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And yet it may not be — fellow, a word. 
Thou art a friend to Edric, art thou not ? 

GURTH. 

I and all mine have served his house for years. 

ROLLAN. 

Then hie thee first to Shrewsbury ; thither 
The wily stag seem'd bound, and if sore press'd, 
Would take the water there : thou may'st perchance 
From strangers learn some tidings of thy lord ; 
Whatever those tidings be, seek next the Welch, 
E'en in the mountain pass. God speed thee, friend ! 
And now to horse, good Blethwyn, e'er the sun 
Thrice gilds old Snowden with its glistening rays. 
Our trusty friends must meet us at its base. 

[^Exeunt amnes. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

An apartment in Shrewsbury Castle. 

Enter Countess, Constance, and Adela, meeting the Doctor. 

COUNTESS. 

How fares thy patient, Doctor ? has he yet 
Thrown off that state, which, near allied to death. 
Puts on its semblance, but its substance wants ? 

doctor. 
He has, most gracious Lady ; and by noon 
Will doubtless be himself, tho' it will take 
Some few days yet, ere he regain his strength. 

countess. 
Then has he spoken — did he drop a word 
By which thou could'st divine from whence he came ? 

DOCTOR. 

When first his livid lips began to move. 
And life and reason struggled for their seat. 
Something he mutter'd about hound and horse; 
Then in a feeble and half-stifled strain 
He call'd on Rollan — Welchman as I think,- — 
And then he spoke, in tones scarce audible. 
Of beauty, lurements, dangers, Norman foes. 
Fancying he saw some female form on high 
That woo'd him to destruction ; bwl ^W V\\\3» 
Is the mere wand'rina o? vmcoxv^cvowsc^^^'s*. 
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CONSTANCE. 

Hide not thy blushes, sister, for 'twas thee 
He saw: and. Doctor, if I'm rightly told, 
Returning reason lights upon the point 
From which she last departed— is't not so? 

DOCTOR. 

Why, gentle Lady, when the fleeting soul 
Flutters between eternity and life, 
Recall'd by Nature to its earthly hold. 
The latest scenes upon the mind impress'd 
Would be presented to returning sight. 
Till other objects fix'd its perfect sense. 
So is 't in this case ; for but now he ask'd 
Who 'twas that saved him from a wat'ry grave ; 
Whose halls these were ; and other such like things, 
Tending to prove that reason had return'd. 
And, without fear, accustom'd health will follow. 

COUNTESS. 

We thank thee. Doctor ; when my Lord returns 

Then look for thy reward. [Exit Doctor. 

Now, Adela, 
Thy anxious hopes are crown'd, and he is safe. 

CONSTANCE. 

And should he prove to be our Saxon friend, 
St. Julian's devotee — what say'st thou then? 

ADELA. 

That I should sorely grieve had he been drown'd 
Through any fault or heedlessness of mine. 

CONSTANCE. 

But wilt thou not rejoice to find that one 
Thou thought'st so highly of had been convey'd, 
Altho* by accident and risk of life, 
Where dwells his long-sought, willing \ad\e\oN^. 
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ADELA. 

I do rejoice that one of Saxon blood 

Was by my noble father saved from death ; 

I do rejoice to witness such an act, 

That practised oft this race would reconcile, 

Who, to our shame be't spoken, have been reft 

Of life, land, treasure, ev'ry thing that's dear ;— 

But, mother, is it fair or kind that I 

Should be accused of what I did not dream ? 

COUNTESS. 

Nay, Constance, thou wert equally as warm 
As this thy sister in the Saxon's praise. 

CONSTANCE. 

Such breathless interest as we witness'd both, 
Could not, methinks, be far removed from love. 

ADELA. 

What is it, Constance, that thou would'st imply ? 

Have I done ought my sex to compromise, 

Or to give cause for what thou'rt pleased to say ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Who ever felt the summer zephyrs play. 

Fanning the fragrant groves with gentle hand. 

But well could guess the quarter whence they blew ? 

Who ever lingered on the moon's pale light. 

And in the water watch'd her silv'ry beams, 

But could descry the sun's reflection there ? 

No, dearest Adela, thy smitten heart 

Needs no confession of thy guileless tongue. 

COUNTESS. 

Fie, Constance, 6e ! no more of this I beg ; 

Let us prepare to do my Lord's commands. 

That when the Saxon rises he mav find 

No lack of hospitality in us. \¥ix^\v\\v. 
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SCENE II. 

A chamber in the Castle. 

EDRIC [solus). 

How strange it seems^ that in so short a space 
The sleep I late so courted should absorb 
My sense almost to death ; and still more strange 
That in this sleep alternate fitful dreams 
Of bliss and woe should overcharge my brain ; 
More strange than all, that Fortune's magic wand 
Should thus transport me to these sumptuous halts. 
Where breathes perfection in the form of one 
Who from the first has all my soul possess'd — 
Whether for good or ill is unresolved — 
And to thy blind decrees it must be left, 
Capricious Fortune — nations' arbitress ! — 
Yes, kingdoms' destinies are in thy hand ; 
For with the cursed dart thou sent'st to seek 
The life of Harold, our name, race, language. 
Seem from that fatal hour for ever doom'd. 
How many of our best and bravest Earls 
Shared his sad fate upon that bloody day ! 
How many thousand of his subjects then 
Devoted died, in fighting for their King ! 
And I, though bound to vindicate their cause. 
Am by thy cruel dictates hither lodged, 
Cut oflT from all communion with my friends. 
Friends who with me are pledged upon revolt : 
Morcar, and Edwin, Waltheof, and the Welch, 
Only await my signal to unfurl 
The flag of English liberty once more. 
And bid defiance to our Norman foes. 
My faithful Gurth, too, whom I had despatched 
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To gain some secret knowledge of their means, 
Should have return'd by this. — Untoward day ! 
Yet not mitoward, for it was my wish 
To seek some means of pouring out my heart 
To her who, dying, sleeping, or awake. 
Is ever present in my restless brain. — 
Away, away ! such things must never be — 
ril to Count Hubert, and at once return 
Thanks for my sojourn, and claim leave to go. — 
Is an attendant there ? Yes, one's at hand — 

Enter an Attendant. 
I wish to see Lord Hubert, by his leave. 

ATTENDANT. 

My Lord is absent, but the Countess now 
Awaits thy presence in the audience-hall. 

EDRIC. 

Wilt thou be pleased to marshall me the way ? 

Exeunt, 



SCENE III. 

The Audience Hall. 

Countess, Constance, Adela, and Attendants. 

COUNTESS. 

Your father's absence, and Fitzallan's too, 
To meet Fitzosbern and conduct him here. 
Leaves us to entertain the Saxon Knight — 

CONSTANCE. 

See where he comes — 

adela {aside). 
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Enter Edric. 
How like an angel in its brightest form, {A^ide. 

Dispensing good and speaking peace, she looks ! 
Oh ! /twouldjuproot the Tenom'd serpent's fang. 
Or soften down the great destroyer's hate ! 

COUNTESS. 

Stranger, my Lord^has given it me in charge 
To greet thee 6rst with welcome such as these 
Our halls, and we its owners, can afford. 
To one who bears the stamp of noble birth. 

EDRIC. 

My thanks^are due, kind Lady, to thy Lord 
For more than hospitality — ^for life ; 
His debtor, then, I ever must remain. 

COUNTESS. 

The debt is cancelled when we know (b whom 
My Lord has tendered but a Christian part. 

EDRIC. 

Thou wilt revoke that edict when thou know'st 
I'm call'd the Forester : for in mv vouth, 
When good King Edward held paternal rule 
O'er people then that, undivided, own'd 
Simple allegiance to his blessed name. 
And neighbouring nations dwelt in amit}'. 
The chase I oft for noble pastime sought : 
When in assembled council 1 assist. 
Or join our banners in th' embattled field. 
They call me Edric, lord of those domains 
That border on the Severn's silver stream. 

COUNTESS. 

I know no reason why so famed a name 

m 

Should not receive from us all honour due. 
The fellow-lieges of the selfsame TSAw^. 
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EDRIC. 

My nation's not accustom'd to obtain 
From thine such acts of individual grace. 

COUNTESS. 

Wilt thou content thee to remain our guest 
Until my Lord return : each simple art 
That women know shall be employ'd 
To while away the time and cheer thy stay. 

EDRIC. 

With such fair warders to attend my steps, 
I fain would be a prisoner for life. 

COUNTESS. 

Despite thy gallantry, which savours more 
Of Norman breeding than thy country boasts, 
We hold thee only as our welcome guest. 

EDRIC. 

Thy honour'd guest I'm willing to remain ; 
And should I fail in all* those pleasing arts 
That gain the favour of thy beauteous sex. 
For which thy nation is so justly famed. 
Thou canst but charge it to my runic tongue. 
Which, in the polish'd radiance of a court. 
Has not been taught the language of disguise. 

CONSTANCE. 

But in our native France, where knighthood shines 
With such effulgence as the morning star 
Emits from out a night of solitude, 
The welcome herald to some greater light. 
Valour and truth are always most esteem'd 
When near allied to gentleness and grace ; 
Therefore despise not those whose tutor'd minds 
In peace forget the warrior's sVexYv^x ^^xV, 
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EDRIG. 

Forbid it^ Lady^ that I should condemn 
The adventitious aid your Knights receive 
From graceful mien and more accomplish'd minds : 
But 'tis thy sex that animates the soul^ 
Thy sex it is that nerves the warrior's arm, 
*And woman's smiles the victor's true reward. 

ADELA. 

Thou own'st the value, tho' thou scorn'st the means 
By which with us such prizes are obtain'd. 

EDRIC. 

Fair Lady, none know better how to prize 

Thy sex's virtues, and thy sex itself. 

Than English hearts, — none feel their influence more : 

For as the metal's sever'd from the dross. 

So is our coarser nature rectifled 

By woman's softer, fond, endearing part. 

No, gentle dame, we yield not up the palm 

To any nation yet that ever lived, 

For high esteem and honour that thy sex 

Is always held in by the Saxon race, 

Altho' we wear it not upon our tongues. 

COUNTESS. 

Thou speak'st thy nation fair—but 'tis well known 

That ev'ry bird, whate'er its plumage be. 

Thinks its own kind the fairest. Daughters, come. 

And come, my Lord, our repast is waiting. 

And thy exhausted nature must require 

Much to restore thee to thy wonted health. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV, 

An Ale House. 
Several Artisans drinkingy and Gurth. 

FIRST. 

Now, dame^ fill us another horn, and we'll drink success 
to handicraft. 

SECOND. 

Handicraft, indeed ! I marvel what the great would do 
without us. 

THIRD. 

What would they do without the merchant, who ascends 
his ship and goes to sea, and brings from foreign parts all 
manner of uncommon things for their use : silks, and furs, 
and wines, and oil, gold, and gems; to the great risk of his 
life and all his goods ? 

SECOND. 

Yes, but who made the ship thou sailest in but the car- 
penter ? whence all this good then, and all this profit, but 
from the carpenter? All things come of the carpenter: 
even this house we are in is from the carpenter. Who 
built the ship that saved Noah and his family, but the car- 
penter? No, neighbour, no, 'tis to the carpenter ye must 
trust for all ye have here. 

FIRST. 

Now, neighbour, thou dost lie most villainously if thou 
sayst we are indebted to thee as the chief of all handicraft : 
whence the tools thou workest with but from the smith ? 
whence the saw and the axe but from me, thou varlet ? 

FOURTH. 

Nought comes from thee but noise and fire and smoke •* 
'tis 1 am most useful to t\\e greal \ dio \ woV. \i\s^\v\^^'a. ^kc^^ 
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skins, and make from them shoes of all sorts — leather hose 
and bottles, bridle thongs and trappings for the huntsman ? 
Thou couldst not walk to thy smithy in the winter but for 
my art. 

FIRST. 

Why thou fool, thou dolt, thou ass! whence thy awl 
with which thou workest but from my smithy ? whence the 
share to the plough, the goad to the ox, the angle to the 
fisherman, nay, even the needle to the sempstress, but to my 
art? Aye, what sayst thou, neighbour Gurth? Thou, and 
thy master too— God and St. Julian grant him long life 
yet — have seen plenty of my handy-work. I have rendered 
him good service in my time. Master Gurth, for no King's 
horse went better shod, no Knight ever better armed, than 
what came from my smithy : I would he were safe the other 
side of the Severn again, away from these Norman spoilers. 

GURTH. 

Why, is he yet among them ? 

FIRST. 

Aye, and likely to continue, if I foresee aright. 

GURTH. 

What, is he a prisoner then ? 

FIRST. 

I know not what thou meanst by a prisoner ; but if I did 
not see him on the keep of the Castle this noon between two 
such guards as are worth a host of the Bastard's soldiers, 
may I never lift hammer or strike iron again ! 

FOURTH. 

Why, neighbour Gurth, the truth is this : thy dare-devil 

master, who, when mounted on his courser, thinks himself 

of some other element than the earth, after having tried the 

air many times in the course of the day, thought proper at 

last to try the water ; but for once he was defeated and 
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stopt in his mad career, and had it not been for our friend 
the smith here — who, though somewhat like his forge, 
full of noise and smoke^ yet wherewithal is no bad neigh- 
bour— he^ would have been food for fishes ; instead of 
which he is turned to a fish himself, and one they are right 
glad to hook. 

Enter Hostess. 
Cease your brawling, cease your brawling ! The Ladies 
have sent from the Castle to enquire for some gleeman to 
entertain a noble stranger, as they term the huntsman 
that was all but drowned of late. 

FIRST. 

Nay, then, now thou canst go thyself and see if it be not 
thy master: and, friend Gurth, a word— make the best use 
of thine eyes, and thine ears too^ and if thou dost not see 
and hear what would hold the first Saxon in the land in 
stronger bonds than any that ever went forth from my 
smithy, there is no truth in daylight, or heat from coals. 

GURTH. 

1 will disguise myself so that even Edric shall not know 
me, and try and rescue him from the Syren's net. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE V. 

The Banquet Hall. 

Enter Countess, Constance, Adela, and Edric 

COUNTESS. 

Our light repast now ended, let me ask 
If, when thy Harold visited our cowtl^ 
Thou didst not follow in \v\s cYvosew \xot\'^. 
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EDRIC. 

That fatal mission I remember well : 
Though green in youth, I then attended him, 
More from my own desire than his request. 

COUNTESS. 

Then didst thou witness that most sacred oath 

He took to forward William's sov'reignty 

Over these realms on the Confessor's death. 

Of that I speak not — but 'twas thought most strange 

That one so young should then accompany 

A mission fraught with dangers imminent 

E'en to the lesser actors in the scene. 

EDRIC. 

From earliest youth my fortunes have been link'd 
With him whose name must ever be revered 
By those who glory in their English birth : 
No wonder, then, that Edric should be found 
In the proud train of his appointed Sire. 
To him I was bequeath'd ; in him I had 
A second father, and protector j ust : 
Arrived at manhood's riper age, I found 
In him the statesman, warrior, patriot, friend ; 
And when our Nobles tender'd him the crown. 
Which to his public virtues was the mead, 
I, among others, gave my glad assent. 

ADELA. 

And didst thou follow to the fatal field 
That ended both his government and life ? 

EDRIC. 

I did, and never yet in any age 
Since our own Alfred reign'd triumphant here. 
Did Monarch more deserve the crown he wore ; 
And that his last days' life made mamfest. 
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When in the foremost battle's front he fell, 
Then died the noblest of our Saxon Kings. 
Woe to the day when such a spirit fled ! 
Woe to the kingdom reft of such a chief! 
With his the life-blood of the land was spilt. 
He was the soul of English valour ; he 
The sun, the centre, whose great genius drew 
Grateful obedience from admiring crowds. 
I pray ye pardon this my ill-timed grief: 
I speak before his foes — but 'tis a theme 
Which, like an ancient wound, excoriated, 
Unbidden gapes and issues forth afresh. 

COUNTESS. 

I cannot blame thy grief: but, could we look 
Into the seeds of time, and there descry 
What might have chanced to sully the proud fame 
Thy friendship now would justly crown him with— 
Quenchless ambition and the lust of power. 
Intriguing Nobles jealous of his rule. 
Popular favour, fickle as the wind. 
Warping the strongest virtue from its base. 
Leading to crimes thy nature never dreamt. 

CONSTANCE. 

Wherefore 'twere better he should be cut off 
When fame was at the flood, and not have lived 
To take the ebb of fortune's downward course 
With ev'ry thing combined to mark his fall : 
Defeat, dislike, dishonour, and distrust 
Might have converted friendship's eulogy 
To bitt'rest curses and the nation's scorn. 

EDRIC. 

Ladies, the suppositious case ^e i^wl 

Has nought to do with frieT\dsYi\p'^\voVj xv-^iov^. 
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The souls that burn with such immortal fire, 

Smile at reverse of fortune, and are knit 

In stronger bonds with ev'ry blow she deals. 

Friendship's at once the offspring and the source 

Of manly virtue, and is ever found 

In self-denying and devoted acts : 

True friendship does not alter with the breath 

Of fetid calumny ; does not e'en hear 

The trumpet-sound of slander's venom voice ; 

Is never shaken with forebodings false ; 

Never anticipates what might have been, 

But rests as constant as the polar star, 

With fix'd determination at its side. 

Thro' ev'ry trial, even unto death. 

CONSTANCE. 

Thou hast described what never did exist. 
Save in the phantasies of heated minds. 

ADELA. 

Pardon me, sister: we were taught to think, 
Both from poetic and from Scripture lore, 
That heav'n-born friendship had existence here ; 
Nay, in our homilies 'tis there enjoined, 
By precepts many drawn from Holy Writ. 
And as for Harold's valour and renown. 
Our Norman writers grudge him not the praise 
Exalted virtue from plain justice seeks. 

CONSTANCE. 

A worthy advocate of William's cause ! 

Enter Attendant. 
The Knight, Fitzallan, with important news 
Has just return'd ; and, should the. Countess please, 
IVould fain impart them to her private eat. 
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COUNTESS. 

Bid hira await our presence in the hall. 

Where we will straight attend him, Adela, 

Do thou excuse us with our noble guest, 

Whilst I with Constance hear ray Lord's commands. 

[Exeunt Countess and Constance. 

BDRIC. 

I thank thee, noble Lady, for the way 

In which thou speak'st of my departed friend. 

Such guileless language from so soft a tongue 

Would heal the deadliest wounds ; to me 'tis like 

The famed elixir that our pilgrims found. 

When first the Holy Sepulchre they reach'd. 

Allaying all the evils of the heart. 

Reviving dormant passions, that a course 

Of long seclusion and denuded rank 

Had almost smother'd in my careworn breast. 

ADELA. 

My Lord, I've only spoken what I know. 
Altho' an alien to his name and race. 
Which 'tis my country's fashion to despise. 
Both truth and justice urge me to concede 
What hate denies and envy may withhold. 

EDRIC. 

Then are our thoughts in perfect unison 
With what is due to Harold's glorious name ; 
And fain would I believe thou dost not share 
In the unyielding hate thy country boasts — 
Not only boasts, but cruelly extends 
To every part of this once happy land. 

ADELA, 

I do commiserate a people who. 

For love of freedom and for deeds o? ^xxfts. 
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Deserve a better fortune than, I fear. 
Awaits them ever under Norman rule. 

EDRIC. 

Surely the heart that thus can sympathize 
With grievous evils hardly to be born, 
And feel compassion for a people who. 
Whatever their faults, have not deserved the yoke 
Of foul oppression, or of Norman hate. 
Will not refuse to listen to the voice 
Of love, tho' coming from a Saxon's lips. 

ADELA. 

My Lord, thou dost forget, a Norman I, 

And 'twas but now thou rank'st us 'mong thy foes. 

KDRIC. 

'Tis true I did lament th' unceasing hate 
That e'en our Harold's memory pursues. 
Wreaking its vengeance on the brave, the good. 
Who dare to breathe of English liberty. 

ADELA. 

And is it not reciprocal ? is not hate 
As much engrafted in your English hearts ? 
Nay, stronger must it be, because enforced 
With the keen edge of unsubdued revenge. 

EDRIC. 

But should an angel from the clouds descend 

In woman's shape, gifted with alchemy, 

And change the veriest dross to purest gold. 

And thou should'st be that angel, would'st thou then ? — 

ADELA. 

Hush, hush, my Lord ! thou speak'st in hyperbole : 
Now tell me truly, for I am but young, 
Is not that hate of which thou must pwlake. 
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Because bequeathed by friendship's hallow'd name^ 
The strongest passion in the human breast ? 

EDRIC. 

Hate is the son of Malice and of Scorn, 
Holding with iron hand each deadliest foe, 
With appetite for all that comes within 
Its eagle ken, its all but mortal grasp. 

ADELA. 

Then how canst thou, with such unbounded hate, 
Prefer a suit to one of Norman blood ? 
Or speak of love, when in thine inmost soul 
Hate and revenge may hold unrivall'd sway ? 

EDRIC. 

Pardon, fair Lady — Hate was born in hell. 

And as his sire from heaven was expell'd 

With the rebellious angels at a blow. 

So Love, the child of innocence and truth. 

In Beauty's matchless form with virtue clad. 

Can from the human heart Hate's substance chase. 

There hold its seat triumphant and secure. 

ADELA. 

And can it too all prejudice remove. 
All predilections for our native soil ? 
Can it from out the memory erase 
The recollections of our former friends ? 

EDRIC. 

How shrewd her questions and how arch her smile ! (aside) 
Nay, gentle Adela, if that thou wouldst 
Extort confession from thy humblest slave. 
Know that thy beauty and thy love shall be 
Henceforth the ruling passion of his breast, 
And thy commands in future \)e\i\s\%.^. 
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ADELA. 

AlaSy my Lord ! it puzzles me to know 
Which to admire— thy sophistry, that would 
Deceive an angel alchemist I trow, 
Or thy innate born chivalry, that thus 
Lays its devotions at a stranger's feet. 

Re-enter Countess, ii>ho advances to Edrig, while Con- 
stance and FiTZALLAN speak apart, 

CONSTANCE. 

My sister smiles, as if well pleased that she, 
By charms superior, should such gallant win. 

FITZALLAN. 

Nay, Constance, take no heed ; it shall go hard 
But I will spoil their loves, nor let the flovv'r 
Of Normandy be pluck'd by such vile hand. 
Or any Saxon yet that e'er drew breath. 
But mark, thy lady mother 's 'bout to speak. 

COUNTESS. 

My Lord, they tell me 'tis the custom here. 
After the banquet to put round the glee. 
And sip the sound of music's dulcet notes: 
Now there's an aged harper in the hall. 
Who fain for largess would exert his skill ; 
Say, shall he in and try to entertain ? 

EDRIC. 

Thy wishes, noble Lady, are commands : 
Music, methinks, has charms for ev'ry clime. 
And 'tis a custom thou wilt not despise. 

COUNTESS (to Attendant'). 
Bid the old man approach. — Sit thou, my Lord, 

[Enter Gurth, disguised as an old man. 
And pray. Sir Knight, sit thou. How say'st thou friend ? 
Canst thou with magic fingers toucli ftve s\.T\t\^, 



iCENE v.] EDRIC THE FORESTER. 37 

And wake the soul with new-born harmony ? 
Or is thy muse to solemn dirge confined, 
Some by-gone ditty of the olden time ? 

GURTH. 

Alas ! the muse, by age and sorrow pressed. 
Sings not of lady love, or martial deeds ; 
But in deep melancholy notes bewails 
The sad departure of a faithful friend. 

COUNTESS. 

Well, as thou wilt, thy muse must have her bent. 



SONG, 

GURTH. 
I. 

Farewell, my noble bloodhound true, 

The first of all thy race ; 
The last 1 ever trained to 

The fight, the burst, the chace. 
No more will that deep thund'ring bay 

Give warning of the morn, 
Or rouse me at the blush of day. 

To join the echoing horn. 

2. 
No more with faultless nose wilt thou 

Pursue the bristly boar ; 
Or gladden on the mountain's brow. 

And make the welkin roar. 
No more wilt thou, at eve's return. 

My homely meal partake ; 
The fond caress of others spurn, 

Tbo' proffered for m^ saVe. 
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3. 

My slumbers thou shalt ne'er again 

Watch with a warder's care. 
Or from my cottage on the plain. 

The prowling robber scare. 
Thy day is gone, thy life is spent, 

Laid by a ruffian low ; 
These strains thy loss shall oflt lament. 

Some friend avenge the blow ! 

COUNTESS. 

How now. Sir Knight, does not the minstrel please ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Let the old whining vagrant be cast forth 

Into the Castle ditch, — for 'tis but fit 

He and his bloodhound share each other's fate. 

COUNTESS. 

Fitzallan, no— such punishment becomes 
The guilty only, who all law defy. 
And not an aged minstrel such as this, 
Whose life is innocence compared with thine. 

FITZALLAN. 

Lady, with leave, thou art not William's friend. 
If that thou harbour vipers such as these. 

COUNTESS. 

Viper ! dost thou our noble guest assail 
With such vile language ? If my Lord were here, 
Thou 'dst learn to curb thy contumelious tongue, 
And not belie the noblest in the land. 

FITZALLAN. 

They're rebels all, and should be hunted down. 
As their own native wolves were once of old. 
Until the land is from such vermin treed. 
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EDRIC. 

I think thy courtesy can be but small ^ 
Most worthy Knight, thus bitterly to rail 
'Gainst unarm'd men, who haply may not boast 
Such grand achievements as adorn thy name — 
Stabbing a bloodhound at unequal odds. 

FITZALLAN. 

Aye, and the selfsame dagger too shall find — 

[^Attempts to stab Edric. Adela rushes between 

them, receives the blow, and/alls into Edric's 

arms, as she says 
Hold, villain, hold! 

[GuRTH rises and seizes the dagger, with which 
he would have dispatched Fitzallan, but is 
prevented, as he says 

Now feel the bloodhound's tooth ! 

COUNTESS. 

How fare^s my child ? What ho ! a warder strait. 
Alas! she breathes not, — seize, seize that villain, 
And let him in the lowest dungeon lie, 
Until my Lord shall justice do on him. 

lExit Fitzallan, guarded. 



£ND OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

The battlements of the Castle. 

Enter Edric. 
How lovely 'tis to hail the morning's prime. 
To witness Nature casting off the robe 
Of darkness that involved the world around ; 
To scent sweet smelling odours from her lap ; 
To feel the fresh'ning gale ; to. mark the steps 
With which she gradually unfolds the day. 
The chirping tenants of the thorny brake. 
Uncertain yet of light, unnestling slow. 
At still short intervals their notes prepare. 
The cock, at one shrill sound, proclaims that he 
Has felt the influence of returning day. 
The listless herd, now rising from the mead 
With outstretch'd limbs shake off the pearly dew. 
And bellow forth glad welcome to the morn. 
The distant tinkling' of the leading ram. 
Purveyor to the flock, bleat following bleat 
In infinite succession, cheer the light. 
And now the world which, some few minutes back, 
Seem'd lost in solitude, once more revives 
From deathlike silence, starting into life. 
But hark, I hear the sound of footsteps, — What, 

[Enter Gurth. 
My faithful Gurth again ! how cam'st thou here 
This second time 1 and how scap'st ftiovi l\\^ ?Ta^ , 
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That, but for angels' intervention, must 
Have yesternight proved fatal to us both ? 

GURTH. 

Heaven still preserve a life so dear to all 
Who seek to brave the Norman in the field ; 
Preserve it, too, from all those luring wiles 
That female artifice so well can weave, 
To keep thee here a willing prisoner. 

EDRIC. 

Hold, Gurth ! nor tempt, by inappropriate speech, 
Thy master's indignation : gratitude, 
That inborn self-created spell, alone 
Compels me now to wait this Lord's return. 
But say, how was't thou gain'st admittance here ? 

GURTH. 

Hear my short tale, and then thou shalt declare^ 

Or thy compatriots in arms to join. 

Or linger here and throw away the chance 

That fortune now afiTords, once more to raise 

The English standard 'gainst our foreign foes. 

Thou didst despatch me to Northumbria's chiefs. 

Whose forces with the Scottish King's I met — 

Young Edgar in their train — marching on York, 

To which strong citadel the foe retired. 

With scarce three thousand men : besieging him 

With triple that amount, they must succeed ; 

While Waltheof, with East Anglia's forward sons. 

Will intercept all succour from the south. 

Then pri'thee haste with me, this fortress leave ; 

Two of the fleetest coursers are at hand 

The country can produce ; they bear \is quick 

To where thy friends, ftie Iyjo '^ ^Okv^tov^^^A^sv^ 
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And only wait thy well regarded name 
To lead them on to certain victory. 

EDRIC. 

I could not think the train that I had laid 
Would have so soon ignited ; but *tis oft 
The engineer thus overleaps his bounds : 
Hadst thou retum'd but a few hours before. 
This ill-timed accident had not fallen out. 

GURTH. 

Nay, 'tis not yet too late ; thou mayst redeem 
The precious time this sad event has cost, 
Untoward as it is, by hast'ning hence. 

EDRIC. 

And would'st thou have me leave with thankless heart. 
This hospitable roof, whose inmates did 
Twice rescue me from almost instant death ? 

OURTH. 

Beneath this roof was not thy life assait'd ? 

EDRIC. 

And saved by one who set at nought her own. 
But say, didst bring intelligence of those 
Who, with Fitzosbem, were about to march 
In quest of our confederates the Welch ? 

GURTH. 

What ! know*st thou not Fitzosbern will be here 
By noon to-day ? at Ludlow did I pass 
His warlike forces, and sought thee direct, 
When from thy brothers in the chase I learnt 
The cause of thy departure : this, combined 
With the sad spectacle that met mine eye — 
I mean thy drowned steed — begat some fears. 
At their commands 1 hastened then to seek 
^ome tidings of thee; soon I found tV\at\ieTe, 
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In female custody, thou wast ; in disguise 
I entered — the result thou know'st : and now. 
When honour, glory, and thy country calls. 
Throw off these flimsy trammels, and bestride 
Thy war-horse once again, and let thy foes 
An injured people's burning vengeance feel. 

EDRIC. 

Oh, Gurth, my soul 's divided, split in twain. 
And reason, like a ship, her rudder lost 
Where adverse waters meet, lies tempest-toss'd. 

GURTH. 

Let me implore thee by dead Harold's manes. 
Who, living, held thee in his high esteem. 
To throw away the part that appertains 
Not to the holy cause for which he died ; 
And let his spirit guide the other half. 
Till it achieve the conquest of the whole. 

EDRIC. 

By heav'n, I can but feel his spirit now 
Warm all my veins and strengthen evVy nerve ; 
E'en now, methinks, I hear his manly voice. 
That call'd to arms and animated all 
Who witness'd his heroic feats, proclaim 
To England, freedom — to our foes, dismay. 
Where are the horses ? 

GURTH. 

At the postern here. 

EDRIC. 

Know'st thou the watchword ? 

GURTH. 
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EDRIC. 

Have with thee then — Ah ! who is't comes this way? 
A female form— or do mine eyes deceive — 
And beckons me to speak — can it be she ? 
Gurth, stand apart — we will have further talk. 

[Enter Adbla. 

GURTH. 

Oh, woman, woman ! if we wanted proof 
That, from the first, man's destinies ye ruled. 
What a convincing, damning one is here ! 

[Exit Gurth. 

EDRIC. 

My Adela, sure 'tis not wise so soon 

The morning^s dank and chilly air to tempt. 

ADELA. 

Is't wise in thee, my Lord, who just escaped 
From death more imminent, thus to abuse 
Thy convalescence ? Simple is my wound. 
And woman's sudden fear the greater ill. 

EDRIC. 

That fright for me ? to save my life didst thou 
Arrest th' assassin's blow ? Oh, how can I 
Such an ingenuous and devoted act 
Ever repay ? Alas, no words have I 
To tell thee of my gratitude and love ; 
But will depend upon my future deeds 
To make me worthy of so fair a gift. 

ADELA. 

My Lord, this is no place to temporize ; 
Words cannot now my actions contravene. 
And maiden modesty does not demand 
A revocation, with pretended blush. 
Of passion's impulse bursting from the heart. 
7Zf /a/tb is pledged to wait my sire's return: 
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I from my mother's weary couch have stol'n 

To guard thee 'gainst the time Fitzosbern comes; 

For shouldst thou now in hasty flight withdraw, 

'Twill but arouse suspicion." He was once 

For justice and for lenity renown'd. 

And will not now thy proffer'd homage scorn. 

But see, the rising sunbeams are obscured 

By clouds of dust that from his march ascend : 

Farewell, my Lord, until we meet again. 

[^Exit Adela. 

EDRIC. 

Farewell, dear Adela ! little dost thou know 

With what conflicting passior\^ I'm assail'd. 

To meet Fitzosbern here, my direst foe. 

Thine uncle, and the ruler of the realm 

In William's absence ; then what hope for me ? 

Farewell to all my well-concerted plans. 

Farewell to freedom — perhaps to life farewell ! 

Oh, could I but recall the last two days ! 

Curse on ray fortune, that so soon has marr'd 

My greatest, last attempt to renovate 

The patriotic fervour through the land. 

How small a thing the fate of nations turns ! 

'Twas woman's love, the ancient writers say, 

Decided once the empire of the world ; 

And sure 'tis woman's love that now withholds 

Just retribution on our tyrants' heads. 

Now must I meet this hated Norman chief; 

Oh, would 'twere in the field, that, sword to sword, 

We might decide the right of empire here ! 

[Exit. 
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SCENE II. 

The Hall in Shrewsbury Castle, — Trumpets, 8fc. 

* 

Enter Fitzosbern^ Hubert^ Soldiers, and Attendants. 

HUBERT. 

My Lord, thou'rt welcome here to Shrewsbury, 

The country round it has a pleasant air. 

And not unlike our native Normandy ; 

This castle strong, and able to repel 

Much mightier forces than have yet been known 

To cross the Severn from yon mountain's side. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Aye, but the Welch are sudden in their march, 
And so their fierce attack, like rattling hail. 
Comes when least look'd for, never seen till felt : 
Therefore our soldiers, when somewhat refresh'd 
From the fatigue they've lately undergone. 
Shall, with Fitzallan, who their warfare knows. 
Advance towards their fastnesses, and check 
Their native fury, till their strength be known. 
But how is this ? Fitzallan should be here ; 
And our loved sister, with our nieces both, 
I judged would greet us on our entry here. 

HUBERT. 

My Lord, I did despatch Fitzallan first 

To warn them of our coming. Sirrah! how is't 

[2b Attendant. 
Thy mistress and Fitzallan are not here ? 

attendant. 
My Lord, the lady Adela is sick 
Almost to death ; the Knight Fitzallan he 
Isj by the Countess' orders, in the keep. 
There to remain until thy pleasure's known. 
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HUBERT. 

My lovely daughter die, and I away ! [Enter Constance. 
Constance, do thou thine uncle here attend. 
While to thy sister's chamber I repair. 

[^Exit Hubert. 

CONSTANCE. 

Uncle, I greet thee in my mother's name. 
Who sorrows over Adela's sick couch. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Alas, poor Adela ! tell me, if thou canst. 
What sudden sickness 'tis she's taken with, 

CONSTANCE. 

'Twas in a quarrel that occurr'd last night 
Betwixt Fitzallan and some Saxon Knight, 
Who hither came by accident, they say ; 
Whereon my sister rushing to prevent, 
Received our kinsman's blow upon her arm. 

FITZOSBERN. 

He's ever rash and hasty : but who is 

This Saxon stranger, Constance— dost thou know ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Himself he styles the Forester; he was 
A friend of Harold's, and, as I believe. 
My beauteous sister's charms allured him here. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Thanks to her charms, then, if he still remain. 

What, Edric here ! the victory is ours ; 

For soon we'll teach these Welchmen to submit. 

CONSTANCE. 

But, dearest uncle, sure it is not just 
That one so brave, so daring in the cause. 
As our Fitzallan, should be keipV. \xv v?«t^'\ 
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FITZOSBERN. 

I must consult thy sire : thy sister's wound 
Calls for remonstrance, if not punishment. 

CONSTANCE. 

No fault of his that Adela was hurt. 

[^Re'enter Hubert. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Now, brother, say how fares our lovely niece ? 

HUBERT. 

The danger's pass'd, as I am well assured ; 
Yet shall the villain not unpunish'd go. 

FITZOSBERN. 

But 'twas an accident, as Constance says. 

HUBERT. 

An accident ? how ! here in my banquet-hall 
T' assail a noble guest, and he unarm'd ? 

FITZOSBERN. 

Yes, and that guest a Saxon, was he not ? 
One of some note, whose presence will requite. 
And amply too, all injury sustain'd. 

HUBERT. 

Never, Fitzosbern ! nothing can requite 
The breach of hospitality, whose laws. 
In former ages and in every clime. 
Were ever held most sacred ; let alone 
Fitzallan's conduct— anything but wise. 

FITZOSBERN. 

But, my good Hubert, these are not the times 
To comment nicely on each slightoffence : 
Zeal in a cause may sometimes overstep 
The bounds of courtesy, and must be check'd. 
But not severely, lest it should convetl 
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A friend determined to as fierce a foe. 
Of that we'll speak anon : let us go seek 
This noble guest of thine ; Edric and I 
Must have some conference ere the day be gone. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE III. 
An apartment in the Keep, 

FITZALLAN (Solus), 

I thought t' have made an end of him, and should^ 
Had not some stronger spirit interposed. 
And raised a shield harder than adamant 
TVixt him and death. It shall not be for long ; 
The game's too certain, and the prize too great, 
To be thus baffled at the first attempt. 
But soft, here's one who may, from love or hate, 
Become an instrument my lot to make. 

[^Enter Constance, 
The Lady Constance here ! needs then must I think 
She comes the herald of enfranchisement. 

CONSTANCE. 

I come to tell thee that Fitzosbern hears 
With seeming anger this thy rash attempt. 
Which I have tried to mollify, and hope 
All will be well. What fate awaits the Forester, 
Whose sojourn here, when first inform'd by me, 
Did his surprise and joy at once call forth. 
Praising the bird that had such prey decoy 'd, 
I dare not calculate, but much I fear 
Somewhat's intended that vie \iol\i m^.^ x\x^. 
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FITZALLAN. 

Oh, no, Fitzosbern's too well pleased to have 
Such prey within his grasp : thy fear recalls 
Some latent feelings, some compunctious thoughts 
That would avert the Saxon's final fate. 

CONSTANCE. 

Stay thy conclusions, 'till thou'st further cause ; 

My uncle's subtle policy may yet, 

To win this pow'rful Saxon to his side. 

In wedlock offer her he most desires ; 

And thus ensure his favour with the King. 

FITZALLAN. 

For that I have sufficient antidote : 

Take thou this paper to Fitzosbern straight. 

In it he's charged with such conspiracy, 

Such foul, unheard-of crimes, as when they're proved. 

As proved they shall be, must at once condemn 

Thy sister's lover to a traitor's death. 

CONSTANCE. 

But both my parents will as strongly plead 
For Edric's innocence ; at once protest 
Against such vile proceedings as unjust. 
And shield him yet with their protective care. 

FITZALLAN. 

Then leave the rest to me — from hence 
He must not go alive. See'st thou this phial ? 
In it's contained the germ of instant death ; 
One drop of this, drank in a bowl of wine. 
Will in a moment stagnate all the blood. 
Fix ev'ry nerve, and life's swift current stop. 
Why dost thou shudder ? Is it for the love 
That yet remains entwined around thy heart ? — 
JOore unrequited ? — for stranger, who ptefeta 
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A younger sister^ and would install her as 
The wife of one, the noblest in the land ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Who would not shake to contemplate the means 
By which thou wouldst obtain so dire an end ? 
I wish him gone, Fitzallan ; for the love. 
If love it can be named, that first possess'd 
This erring heart, I give unto the wind. 
But will not in his blood these hands imbrue. 

FITZALLAN. 

Dost wish him gone, and dost not wish him dead ! 

His executioner thou fear'st to be ; 

And, Constance, tell me, what diff'rence, 1 pray, 

'Twixt one who fearlessly the wish fulfils. 

And one who hails the consummated deed ? 

CONSTANCE. 

What would Fitzosbem say were he to know 
We plotted 'gainst the noble Saxon's life ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Say we were right good subjects of the King, 
To lay such vast possessions at his feet 
As this Earl claims in right of his descent. 
Wherewith to recompense his faithful Knight. 

CONSTANCE. 

Would not our names be henceforth stigmatized ? 

FITZALLAN. 

How should they be ? this poison is so strong, 

And its effect so instantaneous. 

His death would be mistaken for a fit. 

Such as with his o'ergorging countrymen 

Are not uncommon when they're at their feasts. 

Now if Fitzosbem 's to him reconciled. 

When they're about to p\edg<e etai^Xv o"0cv^^^\v5i^^ 
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How easy would it be for thee to drug 
The wine apportion'd for this Earl to quaff. 

CONSTANCE. 

But should it fail, or should he e'en suspect ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Impossible ! I had it from a Jew 
In Palestine, and its effects have seen 
On malefactors there : here 'tis unknown. 
And lies beyond the skill of our dull brains 
Such certain instrument of death t' invent. 
Or our most learn'd physicians to detect. 

CONSTANCE. 

I'll take the poison, but I have no will 
To do this deadly act ; yet on my heart 
Some venom'd viper gnaws, some evil sprite 
Corrodes my soul, and pregnant are my thoughts 
With baneful discontent, despite, and hate. 

[^Exit Constance. 



SCENE IV, 

jin apartment in the Castle. 

Enter Fitzosbern meeting Edric. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Well met, my Lord ; our most sanguine hopes 
Could not have promised what we so desired. 
To what may we attribute then this act 
Of one who ever holds himself aloof 
From William's court and government alike ? 

EDRIC. 

Count Hubert can resolve thee ; 'tis for me 
Onfy to thank him and to take my Veave. 
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FITZOSBERN. 

Not SO, my Lord ; thy presence is required 
For other purpose now ; business we have 
Of greater import than a maiden's smile, 
A stag that 's missing, or a bloodhound slain. 

EDRIC. 

What wouldst thou with me ? here I came in peace. 
In peace I would depart, and not await 
A second hazard of th' assassin's blow. 

FITZOSBERN. 

If when the wolf disguised, unlook'd for comes. 
And basks in silence 'mong the sleeping fold, 
It follows not the shepherd let him loose. 
Peace from thy vassals, from thyself as well, 
Is nought but duty to thy sovereign lord : 
As for the altercation that ensued 
'Twixt thee and one whose anger thou aroused 
With insolence of speech, we take no heed. 

EDRIC. 

'Tis of a piece with all thy judgments here ; 
Had but a Saxon raised his arm in spite. 
His doom were fix'd, whoever gave th' offence. 

FITZOSBERN. 

And may be now (aside). At Barking didst thou not. 
When thy discomfited, defeated friends 
From Hastings fled, due allegiance swear 
To him thy conqueror ? haply thou'lt excuse 
Thine oath, as did the false and perjured King, 
Who for a while usurp'd broad England's throne. 

EDRIC. 

Of Harold speak'st thou ? No usurper he ; 
For one that's freely chosen \yj \\v^ ^XaXa^, 
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And by the people's voice unanimous, 
Has better title than bequest can claim. 

FITZOSBERN. 

And thou too set'st no value on an oath. 
Taken in evVy due solemnity ? 

EDRIC. 

He who by force or fraud extorts an oath. 
Does more dishonour to the sacred Name 
By which 'tis sworn, than he who breaks it. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Aye, 
This is the strain in which he did defend 
His open, purposed, monstrous perjury. 
Those holy reliques then thou set'st at nought^ 
On which he swore to aid our William's cause ? 

EDRIC. 

Convey'd by stratagem — a monkish trick— 
A cheat, to sanctify an oath unjust ; 
A trap, which might the silly owl decay, 
But which our high-born eagle nobly spum'd, 

FITZOSBERN. 

What pity 'twas thine eagle soar'd so high. 
As with the sun's bright rays to sear the wings 
Of his perverse ambition ; and when seized. 
The crown on his unworthy brow did sit 
TottVing and loose, and at first shaking fell. 

• EDRIC. 

Unworthy didst thou say — unworthy brow? 
A sov*reign's worth is tested by the proof 
Of love the people to their rulers bear, 
Display'd in strict obedience to the laws. 
And firm attachment to the regal state. 
If to have lived in all his people's hearts, 
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If equal justice to have done to all, 

If t' have had valour to defend his throne. 

Wisdom to frame good salutary laws. 

Virtue to see them rigidly enforced ; 

If to be noble, generous, and just. 

If such be call'd unworthy, then in truth 

He was the most unworthy King that lived. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Generous and just and noble was 't indeed, 
When from the government he did expel 
His valiant brother, who had equal claim, 
Methinks, with Harold to divide the spoil ? 

EDRIC. 

The rebel Tosti ! that insatiate foe. 

That vile oppressor, whose livelong career 

Was cruel, bloody, treacherous, and base ? 

What nobler act of justice wouldst thou have. 

Than to prefer a nation's benefit 

To ties of blood — a monster sacrifice. 

Although a brother— than uphold his deeds? 

FITZOSBERN. 

Yet had that brother will and soul to dare 
His bold betrayer to the battle-field. 
And almost won his newly gotten crown. 

EDRIO. 

What when the proud Norwegian landed here. 
And join'd the traitor in demanding half 
His brother's kingdom, or what ransom else ? 
Then did our Harold shew himself a king, 
Aye, ev'ry inch a king ; as calling loud 
To their amazed ambassadors, who stood 
In expectation of some ample boon, 
" Six feet of earth, or seven if Vve \\«1 •" 
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Which in due time was all they did possess. 
Alas ! that fortune should so soon have shorn 
His well-eam'd laurels^ and have turn'd the scale. 

PITZOSBERN. 

Yes, of his glory he was soon released. 
When William's better genius tore the crown 
From his usurping head, and wears it now 
By right of conquest, if not right of birth. 
To him thou didst the oath of fealty take. 
From him thou hadst thy forfeit lands restored ; 
And wouldst thou now against his rule revolt ? 

EDRIC. 

I ne'er forgot my oath till he did his ; 
And when the ruler of a mighty state 
Departs from that he to his subjects ow^es. 
Protection, justice, equal laws, and rights. 
Then from that hour does their allegiance cease. 

FITZOSBERN. 

But if rebellious vassals rise in arms. 
From some mistaken notion of their rights. 
Subvert all law, and in convulsions throw 
The body of the nation ; 'tis then time 
The King exert his power, and put them down. 
And this thou call'st oppression — tyranny. 
Now hear, my Lord, we are right well infbrm'd 
Of this thy new conspiracy, of some 
That are engaged with thee ; powerful it is. 
And may be gen'ral, but thou canst not hope 
Ever to drive King William from the throne. 
The beauteous Adela's virtues would invite 
The love of Princes, — to thy attachment there 
I am no stranger ; then forego this league, 
Break off alliance with the barb'rous Welch, 
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Confess thy treason, and set down the names 
Of thy^ccomplices, then pardon ask. 
Marry. Count Hubert's daughter, and enjoy 
In peace thine honours, and be William's friend, 

EDRIC. 

Honours indeed ! the honours that arise 

From treachery and falsehood ; let such be borne 

By those who most deserve them : I wear none. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Consider, noble Earl, our proofs are strong. 
And may attach thy life — thy freedom sure, 

EDRIO. 

I value not mv life if 't be not free: 
I'd rather lose it than in thraldom thus 
With shame and vile dishonour eke it out. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Thou dost, then, this our proffer'd mercy scorn ? 

EDRIC. 

I ask no mercy, for I've done no wrong. 

FITZOSBERN. 

We'll see to that. — What ho ! a warder there ! 

[Enter Warder. 
The Governor of the Castle bid bring forth 
The Knight Fitzallan to our presence here. 

[Eodt Warder. 
Thou wilt repent thee when it is too late. 
And wish in vain our offer thou hadst ta'en. 

[^Re-enter Warder with Fitzallan and Hubert. 
Now say, Fitzallan, what hast thou in charge 
Against Lord Edric, or any Saxon else ? 

fitzallan. 
So please my Liege, I do accuse him here 
Of treason dev'lish — of such cou^^pvc^K,^ 
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As hell incarnate only could conceive^ 

Or fiends could execute. Ash- Wednesday next, 

A day set by for holy sacrifice. 

When all true Christians bend the knee in prayer, 

Unarm'd, defenceless — yearly as we're wont — 

These Saxons are to simultaneous rise, 

And murder ev'ry Norman at a blow. 

FITZ08BBRN. 

Is this rebellion ? call'st thou this revolt ? 
Alas ! no word that ever Churchman coin'd 
Can give expression to so huge a crime. 

EDRIC. 

'Tis false, 'tis scandalous, as foul a lie 
As e'er the heart of base assassin forged ; 
Invented only to incense the King 
Against his Saxon subjects. I deny 't. 

FITZOSBERN. 

My Lord, thou shalt have time and place to meet 
This charge and thy accuser ; but till then 
Thou art our pris'ner. Hubert, let him have 
All due attendance. Warder, take him hence. 

[_Exit Edric and Warder. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

An apartment in Shrewsbury Castle. 

Hubert and Countess, 

HUBERT. 

I tell thee, M aude^ in vain I interposed 
My friendly offices; in vain I spake 
Of rights of hospitality ; their breach 
In thus consigning to a dungeon one 
Who hither came by accident alone. 

COUNTESS. 

Didst thou not urge his quality and wealth ? 

HUBERT. 

I did ; but this seem'd only to inflame 
His strong desire to keep him here in ward. 
Reports are rife of risings in the North, 
And in East Anglia too some potent Earl 
Has once more raised the standard of revolt. 
Just fears are entertain'd that should this chief 
Be set at liberty, he would renounce 
His fealty to the King, and join the Welch. 

COUNTESS* 

'Tis acts like these that make rebellion rife ; 

One single act of arbitrary pow'r. 

Unlawfully exerted, will do more 

Our rule to lessen in the people's eyes. 

And their determined hate exasperate. 

Than aught the people of iVvemseVie* NNwi\dL ^q. 
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And should the Welch, on hearing their ally 
A pris'ner here is most unjustly kept, 
Will't not provoke them to assail this fort. 
And do their utmost to release him hence ? 

HUBERT. 

Small fear of that, I ween, for at the dawn 
Fitzallan sallies with a chosen troop ^ 

To check their onward march, and watch their force ; 
Should fortune call, Fitzosbern and myself 
Will follow after with our army's strength. 

[Enter Adela. 
Adela, how's this, thy couch thou dost forsake ? 
Who of all others in this crowded fort 
Hath greater need of quietude and rest ? 

ADELA. 

Nay, dearest father, little do I care 
For either now ; this scratch upon my arm 
Amounts to nothing when compared to that 
Deep and unguarded wound thou hast sustain'd. 

HUBERT. 

A wound ! where, when, by whom inflicted, how ? 

ADELA. 

Are there no wounds but what are in the flesh ? 
No stabs insidious but from foeman's hand ? 
Acts of such gross injustice as this day 
Has witnessed — in this castle done — 

HUBERT. 

Peace, child. 
Thou know'st not what thou say'st ; thine uncle comes. 

Enter Fitzosbern. 
Good even, Adela, welcome to my heart ; 
I am right glad to see thee thus restored. 
I^rojn childhood tbou didst first possess my love. 
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And now hast most deserved it ; speak out then. 

Ask of us any favour that thou wilt, 

It shall be granted, if within our power. 

For thou hast done more service to the state 

Than any single subject in the land, 

Since William has the English sceptre sway'd. 

"* ADBLA. 

Alas ! I know not how a simple maid 

Could benefit the nation, or deserve 

The high reward thy bounty would bestow. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Nay, but thou'st won for us the greatest prize 
This Island does contain; 'tis only meet 
Such high deserts should amply be repaid. 

ADELA. 

No boon have I to ask, save what concerns 
My noble parents both ; their honour is 
To me more dear than any gift besides. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Advancement, honour, station, rank, and wealth, 
Have all been shower'd on thy father's head ; 
And which his pure devotion to the King 
Has most deserv'dly won ; then speak again. 
Do but thou name, and from some forfeit lands 
Thou shalt have dow'r that may engage a Prince. 

ADELA. 

Thou dost mistake me, sire ; I crave no dow'r 
Save an unblemish'd name — my father's pride. 
Thou most unjustly hast detain'd his guest. 
His honour'd guest, a magnate of the land ; 
Which act alone would compromise his name : 
But, to add further wrong, his fame to soil, 
In this his castle thou dost t\oyi pxoXi^cX.) 
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Nay dost encourage^ a base murd'rous wretch^ 
A stain to knighthood and to honour's name ; 
I take thee at thy word then^ and I ask 
The noble Saxon's freedom ; let him go ; 
The interest of the state does not require 
Such base infraction of all social law ; 
My father's honour and thine own as well 
Are now at stake ; do justice then, and grant, 
If but for honour's sake> the boon I ask. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Why, who art thou that thus thou dost presume 
To dictate to the ruler of the land ? 

ADELA. 

De Brient's daughter — and Fitzosbern's niece, 
Who would not see their hitherto proud fame 
Sullied by deeds that noble minds should shun. 

FITZOSBERN {tO HUBERT.) 

Why, how now, Hubert, can'st thou not contronl 
Thy Adela in this her strange request ? 

HUBERT. 

Not I, my Lord, her thoughts are far too much 
In unison with mine to need controul. 

FITZOSBERN (tO COUNTESS). 

How long is't, sister, since our pretty niece 
Display'd such lofty sentiment as this ? 

COUNTESS. 

From early youth she ever was endow'd 
With an ingenuous heart, a manner frank, 
A speech sincere and candid, ever good 
And dutiful to us; let that, I pray. 
Thine anger deprecate, and her fault e-sicuse. 
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FITZOSBERN (iO ADELA). 

Nay, Adela, thy seeming strange request 
More of dictation savours, than our love. 
Though deep ingrafted, or thy youth admits ; 
Then speak again, ere we recall the word. 

ADELA. 

When Herod swore to grant his niece a boon 
For having pleased him in a sportive mood. 
Instructed by a wicked mother's wiles. 
She ask'd of him the instant death of one 
Whose only crime was well applied rebuke : 
Although remorse and sorrow touch'd his heart. 
Yet did the Jewish King his word fulfil ; 
Then justice and humanity combined 
Did strongly plead to save the holy man, 
And justify the breach of such an oath : 
Now they as strongly plead thine to fulfil. 
His was an act of wanton cruelty, 
Thine will be one of justice, faith, and love. 

FITZOSBERN. 

. How does her learning far exceed her years ! (aside,) 
But tell me, Adela, is there nought besides, 
No other passion urging thee to plead. 
In strains thus eloquent, with Scripture join'd. 
For Edric's freedom, but thy father's name ? 
No softer feeling, no beating of the heart. 
No deeper interest in his future fate, 
Than what concerns our honour ? Speak'st thou not ? 

ADELA. 

{AsidCy first looking beseechingly at the Countess.) 
Yes, it shall forth, whate'er the end may be ! 
Uncle, the boon thou ofFer'dst me I would 
Had but been granted for thine honour's sake ; 
No hope have 1, it now can beVie^X.o^'*^ 
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For that which here I blush not to confess. 
Yes^ on the battlements this morn I did, 
In earnest spirit, plight my virgin faith 
To him whom now thou'rt pleased to hold in ward. 
And on my knees, by all the love thou bear'st 
To me, and these my noble parents both, 
I do implore thee that Lord^Edric be 
Released, and to his honours now restored. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Rise, Adela, thine uncle loves thee so 
That he would gladly grant thine utmost wish ; 
Bid him comply with what this morn I named. 
All will be well, and as ve both desire. 
Come, Hubert, come, 'tis time we set the watch : 
The word shall be ' Falaise/ in honour of 
Our royal master's birth ; and let us choose 
Such trusty posts as may prevent surprise. 
Sister and niece, good night and sweet repose. 

[Exeunt Fitzosbern and Hubert. 

ADELA. 

Is this the uncle I was taught to love ? 
Fitzosbern, famed for just, impartial rule ? 
This the deputed semblance of the King, 
Whose province 'tis to see that right prevails ? 
And does he now the innocent empale. 
And let the base assassin go unscathed ? 

COUNTESS. 

Nay but, my child, reasons of state there are 
With which we're unacquainted, that induce 
Thine uncle now thy lover to detain. 

ADELA. 

J thank thee, dearest mother, for that word ; 
Lovers, I'm told, can obstacles surmout\l^ 
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The brave would tremble at ; such currents stem 
As oft would baffle the united strength 
Of far more skilful rowers. Can I not see 
The noble prisoner, and from him learn what 'tis 
This haughty ruler of the land requires ? 

COUNTESS. 

His parting words implied that thou should'st see 

And bring him over to those easy terms 

Thine uncle tender'd him this morn. But come. 

This agitation will but add to thine 

Already fever'd state ; let us retire, 

And seek the wholesome sleep that shall restore 

My dearest daughter to her wonted health. 



[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

An apartment in the Castle. 

Enter Constance and Fitzallan. 

CONSTANCE. 

Is't true, Fitzallan, that with morning's dawn 
Thou leav'st the castle to attack the Welch ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Yes, to repay them what I justly owe 

For all the ills they've done to me and mine. 

CONSTANCE. 

But will they not be join'd by Edric's friends ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Not while we have their leader in our keep. 

CONSTANCE. 

Aye, but I hear my sister has prevail'd 

So far with him who holds svxpTeme eowx^axv^. 



\ 
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• 

As to induce him to restore this Earl 
To some degree of favour, — nay indeed, 
To grant him pardon, and her willing hand, 
On his becoming loyal to our cause. 

FITZALLAN. 

Indeed ! that must not be : are there no means 
By which thou couldst contrive, ere morn arrive. 
His presence to prevent ? When last we talk'd, 
I gave thee that would have accomplished all; 
Where is't ? 

CONSTANCE. 

I have it ; wherefore dost thou ask ? 

FITZALLAN. 

Hast thou forgotten what this very mom 
We did decide on ? dost thou now run back ? 
Am I to take thee, my affianced bride. 
Thy heart another's — ^he a Saxon too ? 
No, Constance, no, let us be rid of him. 
Who from the first hath been the bane of both. 

CONSTANCB. 

What wouldst thou have me do ? thou wrongest me when 
Thou sayst my heart *s another's ; I love him not. 
And would go far to have him moved from hence. 

FITZALLAN. 

Then why not take the chance that fortune gives ; 
For this once gone, what other will return ? 
To-morrow witnesseth thy sister's pride — 
To-morrow will ingratiate him as 
Fitzosbern's friend and my determined foe ; 
And that to-morrow wilt thou not prevent ? 

CONSTANCE. 

As how, Fitzallan 1 how can I appToacYil 
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FITZALLAN. 

This ring will gain admission to the keep ; 
To him in friendly guise thou must appear. 
And offer some refreshment ; 'twill not need 
But to infuse the poison in the wine, 
All will be done, and no inquiry made. 

CONSTANCE. 

Alas! that I should be the instrument 



FITZALLAN. 

Oh, take no heed, but leave the rest to fate ; 
His unsuspecting nature will not dream 
Of any evil from a female hand. 
Nay, droop not thus, but muster all thine art, 
And make a shew of sympathy and love. 
When from this war, victorious, I return. 
We'll smile at this, and revel in the spoils 
Thine uncle then will grant thee for thy dow'r, 

CONSTANCE. 

His blood be on thy head ! if I consent, 

'Tis not my will, but thy unsought commands. 

FITZALLAN. 

So let it be ; I've appetite enough 

For half the noble Saxons in the realm. 

So I might have their wealth for my reward. 

Now farewell, Constance — say thou wilt not fail ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Farewell, Fitzallan : ere the morning's dew 
Shall wet thy mounted charger's hoof, expect 
To have thine utmost wish fulfill'd. Farewell, 

[Exit FiTZALLAK. 

What damning spirit urges me to sin ? 
What devil is't thus tempts me ou \.o ctvcaal 
This noble Saxon never injuted ra^. 
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Yet there's some evil lurking in my heart 

That will not let me rest till it be done ; 

Some rankling passion irresistible 

Steals all my sense^ and arms me with a sting 

That hate and envy 'gainst his breast direct. 

No, Adela, supplant me if thou wilt 

In both my parents' and my uncle's love, 

But not in Edric's ; hold it thou must not. 

While I am able to dissolve the spell. 

[ Exit. 



SCENE III. 
The Keep of the Castle, 

EDRIC {solus). 
Here is the end of all my fondest hopes ! 
Here terminates my short and fitful course ! 
For sure the loss of freedom but foreruns 
An Ignominious death to crown my fate ; 
And my poor country, left without a guide 
To steer her thro' the shoals and rocks that now 
Surround and threaten to o'erwhelm her quite, 
Will presently become the wished-for spoil 
For Norman foes to prey on. Oh, my soul ! 
Impress'd with such a dire calamity. 
With what reluctance wilt thou take thy flight ! 
Thus on the past we sorrowful look back. 
Though verging on eternity; and thus 
Some passion present to the parting soul 
Clings round the heart, and makes death's sting more sharp. 
I have no fear to die : but to die thus — 
Afy bleeding country prostrate at the foot 
Of a vindictive tyrant — 'tis too mucYil 
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Enter Constance. 
Who 's he that spake of death ? is 't one who dare 
But yester-morn set fear and death at nought 
To catch a glimpse of her he loved so well ? 

EDRIC. 

Dost come to mock me, Lady Constance, now, 
When all my most determined foe could wish 
Will quickly fall on this devoted head? 

CONSTANCE. 

Alas, my Lord ! what cause have I to mock^ 
When a loved sister's malady's increased 
By unexpected sorrow such as this ? 

EDRIC. 

Bid her not think of me : our love was short, 
Tho' pure and ardent ; and I can but grieve 
That my unhappy fate should thus involve 
In its sad vortex, all her earthly hopes. 
But, tell me, does she know I'm here confined ? 

CONSTANCE. 

She does, and now has sent me to condole 
With one whose welfare all her actions rules ; 
Nay, more, she bids thee be of cheerful mien ; 
To bear imprisonment with lofty heart. 
For by her influence all may yet be well ; 
Whereto she sends thee viands and choice wine. 
And begs thee to regale, for by the morn, 
Her health permitting, she will seek thee here. 

EDRIC. 

I cannot doubt her pure devotion will 

Perform its utmost to retrieve my fate ; 

One proof I had, but all will not avail ; 

My blood they thirst for, watch for, as the shark, 

That lion of the deep, with triple fang. 
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Pursues some sickly ship, waiting the prey 
That like o'er-ripen'd fruit will quickly drop. 

CONSTANCE. 

Hope better things, my lord, and let me take 
Such tidings as may soothe her anxious mind ; 
Say that for her thou'lt of this meal partake. 
Wilt quafFthis wine, the richest in our store. 
To thy fair lady's health. 'Customed thou art 
In flowing bowls to pledge some lady-love ; 
Then do it cheerfully with all thine heart : 
Tho' thou'rt alone, some solace it will prove 
To call upon the name of thy betroth'd. 

EDRIC. 

I will, and wish her happiness and peace ; 

But sad misgivings lurk about my soul 

That we shall meet no more — my doom is seal'd ; 

Nay, Lady Constance, be not thou thus moved, 

I shall but be another victim— one 

That must be added to the noble list 

Ere yet the cup of treachery be full. 

I would 't had been at Hastings : then indeed. 

With high-born spirits that departed thence, 

'Twere more than earthly happiness to die. 

CONSTANCE (^oside), 
I scarce can keep my counsel : — let me go— 
What noble wreck is here ! — let go, my lord — 
Remorse already 'gins to eat its way 
Into this canker'd heart. My lord, I would— 

EDRIC. 

Stay, lady, till I breathe into thine ear 
The last farewell of as sincere a love 
As ever warm'd the heart of mortal man, 
Tei^ her with me the passion had surpass'd 
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All others in this agitated breast^ 

Aye, from my mind all other thoughts erased : 

That I lived and died — 

CONSTANCE (struggling.) 

M V lord. I can no more. 

[Exit Constance. 

EDRIC. 

Alas ! what anguish does my fate inflict 

Upon e'en this susceptible kind heart : 

But 'tis the nature of the female sex 

To sympathize with woe^ and, like the balm 

Used by the good Samaritan on him 

Who, beat by robbers, stood in need of aid. 

Would soothe the sorrow that they fain would heal. 

Enter Warder. 
Not yet at rest ? why, what a goodly feast 
Is here provided ! far too much for one. 
Dost not fall to, my lord ? I will take leave 
To help thee in this more than ample cheer. 

EDRIC. 

It little matters, friend : but is it thus 
Thou dost discharge the duties of thy trust. 
When thou wast told to treat with due respect 
The pris'ner so unjustly held in ward f 

WARDER. 

'Tis useless now on formal rite to stand ; 
From hence unto the scaffold is a step 
Thou'lt not be long in taking ; so we '11 quaff 
One bowl, most noble Saxon, to the bourn 
Whither thou wendest ; come — 
[Drinks^ and after a few seconds drops down dead. 

EDRIC 

Ah ! what is this ? 
A poison'd chalice! whal tteacWx^ \&\\!et^\ 
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Impossible ! can it be that such foul sin 
Should have existence in the female breast ? 
Whence should it spring ? already in their pow'r. 
This Norman chieftain can my fate command : 
What hidden motive, what evil thought accurs'd 
Could have provoked — 

Enter Adela. 

No warder at the gate. 
The keep unclosed ! — Alas ! who have we here ? 
One, it should seem, that has too deeply drank. 
My lord, art here ? what drunken brawl is this ? 
I would I were away, yet would I know ; 
* Lord Edric, speak, and tell me what has chanced ? 

EDRIC. 

Ask of thy sister, she can best resolve. 

ADELA. 

My sister— Constance ? what has she to do ? 

EDRIC. 

Didst thou not meet her as she pass'd from hence ? 

ADELA. 

Alas ! not I ; nor have I seen her since 
We met together in the banquet-hall. 

EDRIC. 

What, didst thou not depute her to convey 
These costly meats, this deadly poison'd cup ? 

ADELA. 

My lord, my lord, remember y ester-eve ! 

EDRIC. 

How vain does my suspicion now appear ! 

ADELA. 

llemember on the battlements how I 
This morning vvarn'd thee of Filzosbern's pow'r. 
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But tell me, Edric, tell me if thou canst^ 

For beats my heart with woman's pride and fear. 

How came this warder in such deadly state ? 

EDRIC. 

Waiting thy sister's parting, who had left 
This costly cheer — costly indeed to him — 
With soldier's bold eflFrontery he vow'd 
He would of this thy sister's gift partake ; 
Then raising to his lipfthe ample bowl. 
That was intended to complete my fate. 
He drank, and instantly fell down a corse. 

ADELA. 

A corse ! 

EDRIC. 

E'en so ; but pri'thee look not on 't, 
'Twill chill thy soul with horror to behold 
His hard but grinning features, and his eye 
That roird with ghastly glee now fix'd in death. 
Leave, Adela ; such scenes are not for thee, 
While I await my doom in silence here. 

ADELA. 

Think'st thou I'll leave thee in such deep despair? 

Thou know'st but little of me yet, my lord. 

My object is at once to set thee free. 

To see thee and Fitzosbern reconciled. 

Dost shake thy head, and would'st not have it so ? 

Nay, keep thy secret; me it shall suffice 

That Edric does avoid it, and awaits 

Death on the scaffold rather than submit. 

What hinders then thy quick immediate flight. 

When all appliances are here at hand ? 

Now haste, my lord, the way is open — fly — 

Nothing could be so apposite as thU \ 
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From the dead soldier snatch his Norman cloak ; 
His hauberk thou'lt not need, but take his sword. 
And hie thee onwards till thou meet'st some friend. 
Why dost thou tarry ? time is fleeting fast. 

EDRIC. 

But how shall I deceive the outward watch ? 
This sword must be my warrant and thy love. 

ADELA. 

It nearly had escaped me — 'tis * Falaise' 
The word ; my father and my uncle gave it out. 
And now, my lord, farewell : should He who rules 
The universe, and holds the fate of nations, cause 
Thy country to escape oppression's woe. 
And by thy valour thou should'st be restor'd 
Free to accomplish all thy soul can wish ; 
Remember, 'mong the Normans, one at least 
Respected honour's laws — despite the war, 
Knew how to value virtue in a foe. 

EDRIC. 

And can reward it ; let us live in hope. 

ADELA. 

Edric, thy country calls — farewell, farewell. 



[Exit. 



EDRIC. ^ 



Shame thou wast born a Norman, for thou'rt fit 
This land to renovate ; its nobles fill 
With honour, valour, and united strength, 
That might once more our ancient name exalt. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE IV. 

Outside the Castle. 

Enter Edric. 
Their outward posts are pass'd, and now I breathe 
The welcome air of liberty again ; 
Now mounts my spirit to its wonted pitch. 
Now, now I feel on eagle*s wings to soar ; 
New life, new vigour animate my soul. 
Fresh hopes infuse into my swelling veins 
New energy to do, new will to dare. 
Oh for a courser now to bear me swift 
To where yon sable mountains meet the clouds. 
Where I may hope to find my friends in arms. 
But first I will divest me of this cloak, 
Else may I fear the vengeance of my friends. 
Who will not let a Norman pass unscath'd ; 
E'en now methinks the rustling of the leaves 
Proclaims some prowler near. I'll step aside. 
And should it prove a friend 

Enter Gurth. 

Here have I been 
Since th' accurs'd curfew, slavery's symbol, toU'd, 
With patience waiting to elude the watch. 
And once more get within these castle walls ; 
How will the Princes blame my slow return. 
Still can I not my noble master leave 
Surrounded here by foes of ev'ry sort : 
What is not to be fear'd from Norman hate. 
Or woman's conq'ring love ? 

EDRIC (advancing). 

Hush, Gurth, nor speak 
Too lightly of such love — for 'Us. \\\^\.\a\^ 
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Which now restores thy master to his friends« 

GURTH. 

I'm frantic with delight; how cam'st thou here? 

EDRIC. 

Nay, seek not now to know, but let us go 
Straight to the smithy and procure a steed. 

GURTH. 

No, not into the town ; each street's patroll'd 
With Norman horse ; but at yon swineherd's hut 
I have bestow'd the same two coursers fleet 
I did this morn provide. 

EDRIC. 

Then let us haste. 

[Exeunt. 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 
In Wales — Snowdon in the distance. 
Welch Forces, with Roll an and Blethwyn. 

BLETHWYN. 

Our scouts not yet returned, we will remain 
With these our followers, *till we gain some news 
Of Edric*s force, with whom we must unite 
Ere we can make impression on the foe. 

ROLLAN. 

'Tis strange the herdsman, whom we sent in search, 
And whom we gave strict charge to seek us out. 
Has not been heard of. I do marvel much 
What can have chanced ; but 'tis waste of time 
To linger here, and let the foe despoil 
The marches teeming with our flocks and herds ; 
No, let us on, seek Edric 'mongst our foes. 
If that he be not found among our friends. 
But hark, what means that shouting ? 

BLETHWYN. 

'Tis some news — 
News from the outposts. 

ROLLAN. 

Edric ! by my sword — 
[^Soldiers shout^ Edric I Edric ( 
Enter Ea>^\c. 
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BLETHWYN. 

Now welcome, Edric ! 

ROLLAN. 

Welcome, noble Earl ! 

EDRIC. 

Thanks from ray heart ; how fare ye, Princes both ? 

ROLLAN. 

Well, and in arms, ready as you see 
To aid Lord Edric— for his foes are ours. 
But tell us what has happenM since we met, 
Where hast thou sojourn'd since we parted last? 
Reason we had to fear that thou wert lost. 

EDRIC. 

By heavens, methinks I hold a charmed life : 

Thrice have I stood upon destruction's brink. 

Each time by next to miracle preserv'd ; 

The flood — th' assassin's blade — the poison'd cup. 

Each in their turn have aimed at my life ; 

But by God's mercy all have I escap'd. 

Of this hereafter ; let us now concert 

Some means our mutual foe to circumvent. 

Princes, thine ancient enemy and mine, 

Fitzallan, famed for cruelty and crime. 

To whom a debt of vengeance dire is due, 

Charg'd by Fitzosbern to invade your land. 

Leaves Shrewsbury this morn ; by break of day 

He was to march. Now, while your troops advance 

To stop his progress in the narrow pass, 

I, by a trusty friend, have so disposed 

My force, that they shall take him in the rear. 

ROLLAN. 

^Tjs wjse]y order'd ; let us on at once, 
Ere from their weary march they be Te\*TesVd\ 
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Our light-arm'd followers, in these hilly parts^ 
Will more than match them with their armour on, 
Which will but be incumbrance in their flight. 

BLETHWYN. 

But should they follow with superior force 
Their fellows to support, shall we have strength 
To meet them in the plains ? 

EDRIC. 

Blethwyn, well said. 
But I have lost my mark, if they have not 
Enough upon their bands to furnish all 
Their posts and castles with defensive means. 
I should have told thee, thy bold brothers both, 
Morcar and Edwin, are besieging York, 
After defeating all the Norman force 
That could be brought against them. Let us try 
What fortune now will do : should she but smile 
On this our first attack, we'll onward march 
To where our country most may need our aid. 

ROLLAN. 

How sayst thou, Blethwyn, are we both agreed? 

BLETHWYN. 

To follow Edric whereso'er he go. 

ROLLAN. 

Then forward, countrymen, to meet the foe ! 
Let ev'ry blow you deal upon their heads 
Render ye worthy of your old renown. 

[Exeunt with drums and trumpets. 
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SCENE 11. 

An apartment in Shrewsbury Castle. 
Enter Fitzosbern and Hubert. 

FlTZOSBIiiRN. 

Now, Hubert, thou'rt convinced, if 'twere a stretch 

Of arbitrary pow'r, if we have done 

What sacred hospitality forbids. 

In holding thus this pow'rful chief in ward : 

Reason and prudence justify the act. 

If our own safety does not warrant more. 

HUBERT. 

This news is sad indeed ; still let us hope 
Rebellion will but flourish for a day. 

FITZOSBERN. 

'Tis hard to tell ; I must away to-night, 
And intercept their march towards the south. 
You and Fitzallan, with what force remains. 
Must keep the Welch in check : but, ere I go, 
Judgment and policy alike demand 
The immediate execution of this Earl. 

HUBERT. 

Thou dar'st not contemplate so foul an act ? 

FITZOSBERN. 

Hubert, I must — necessity compels ; 
I would not willingly abuse the law, 
Or with his blood our infant rule distain. 
But our ascendancy must be maintain 'd 
Though honour should give way to safety's laws, 
Humanity bow down to circumstance, 
And justice to expedience. While he lives. 
Rebellion rife as fabled Hydra's head, 
Will never cease our Norman swa^ to vex. 
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HUBERT. 

'Twill be at best a rash-concocted deed : 
What ! without trial, murder in cold blood 
One of the greatest nobles in the land ; 
One, too, beloved by all his countrymen, 
And, for his birth, by William's self esteem'd ? 
I'd rather be divested of my rank, 
Wealth, manors — all the Conqu'ror has bestow'd. 
Return in private to our native France, 
Than be a party to so foul a crime. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Hubert ! thou canst not, wilt not, now discern 
Between our safety and this rebel chief; — 
One only plan remains to be pursued 
To save this minion from a speedy death : 
Thy daughter Adela may yet have pow'r 
To draw him over to King William's side : 
- Request her presence here, and Edric too — 
Let him be summon'd to attend us now. 

HUBERT. 

Thy wish shall be obey'd. Without there, ho ! 

[Speaks to two Attendants, and returns. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Hubert, this castle has no ears to hear 
What I in private did this morn impart ; 
For as a fever in the human frame 
Disarms its victim of its wonted strength. 
So does bad news our soldiers' courage damp, 
Filling their minds with presage and dismay. 

Enter Attendant. 
My lord, the pris'ner's fled, and in his place 
The castle-warder lies a stiffen 'd corse ! 

FITZOSBERN. 

Villain ! thou liest to utter swcYv «t v«o\di. 
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ATTENDANT. 

My lord, I cry thy mercy — thine own eyes 

FITZOSBERN. 

What dost thou say — Lord Edric has escap'd ? 

ATTENDANT. 

The keep contains the warder's corse alone. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Fool that I was ! Haste, Hubert, to the keep — 
He never could have pass'd the outward posts ; 
Let search be made — some treachery I fear. 

[Exit Hubert. 
The warder dead, sayst thou ? how — by what means ? 

ATTENDANT. 

There are no marks upon his corse, my lord. 

By which we could give guess what death he died. 

Enter Countess, Constance, and Adela. 

COUNTESS. 

Didst thou desire our presence in the hall ? 

FITZOSBERN. 

Adela's I did ; — to little purpose now — 

The bird has flown we thought to have secur'd 

By her assistance and for her behoof. 

Re-enter Hubert. 
Within these walls he's nowhere to be found. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Say, have the guard been questioned, those who kept 
The outward watch ? Should any fault be theirs. 
Their headless trunks shall blacken in the sun. 

HUBERT. 

Throughout the night one only soldier pass'd. 
And he, when chalJeng'd, gave tVie coutvVex-svgcv. 
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FITZOSBERN. 

Then must there be some treachery within, 

Some preconcerted scheme to mar my plans, 

Whose authors, if I knew, should feel the weight 

ADELA. 

Then let thy vengeance fall on me alone : 
I 'twas that did it — I — thy much-loved niece. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Thou dar'st not say so — dar'st not thus avow 
Thyself a trait'ress, and a murd'ress too ! 

ADELA. 

I dare confess that I have been the means 
By which this Saxon has escaped his doom. 
But hear me, uncle, ere thou dost condemn-— 
I dare confess — nay more, I dare exult. 
That honour, justice, and my plighted faith 
Impell'd me to assist him in his flight. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Did't urge thee too foul murder to commit ? 

ADELA. 

My sister Constance best can speak to that. 
With thy implied permission I did seek 
The prisoner in the keep ; from him I learnt 
The warder's death, its manner, and the cause ; 
Convinc'd the base attempt was meant for him. 
And that its failure only would give rise 
To other efforts, secret or at large, 
I urg'd his speedy flight; gave him the word 
That carried him beyond our soldiers' reach. 
This, sire *s the utmost of thy niece's crime, 

FITZOSBERN. 

And crime enough ; the safety of lU^ %\^V«i 
To be endangered by a love-sick ^\t\\ 



is.^ 
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What think'st thou, Hubert ? Constance, what sayst thou? 
Thou hang'st thy head, and guilt is on thy brow. 
Why, what a nest of vipers have we here ! 

HUBERT. 

So please, my lord, the ladies shall retire. 
When we in private can make further search 
As to the warder's strange mysterious death. 

[^Exeunt Count, Constance, and Adela. 

FITZOSBERN. 

Well, be it so. But now we must prepare 

To meet this Edric in an alter'd guise. 

No dastard he, howe'er he prate of love. 

But in the field a bold and skilful chief; 

Soon will he muster all his friends in arms. 

And sound the tocsin in our castle's ears. 

I will draw out our army's force at once. 

And march to seek him ere he join the Welch : 

Then let the drums and trumpets call to arms, 

Again to try our fortune with the foe. 

lExeunt. 



SCENE III. 

A mountain-pass in Wales — Alarums and excursions. 

Enter Edric and Fitzallan. 
fitzallan. 
What ! does the grave so soon disgorge her dead. 
As thus to render up her tenants whole ? 
Or art thou but the likeness of the foe 
We saw so lately in our warder's care ? 

EDRIC. 

That warder best can tell thee ; seek thou him 
E^en in the nethermost hell,— fit resort 
For murderous, vile assassins such as 1\\o\)l. 
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FITZALLAN, 

A moment's parley ere thou raise thine arm. 
Thou must be more than mortal to escape 
The stratagem that for thy life was laid, 
Or to elude our soldiers' watchful care. 

EDRIC. 

No matter how thy villany Vve shunn'd ; 
Enough, I am preservred to meet once more, 
Altho' on equal terms, the basest wretch 
Thy country yet has spawn'd upon our shores: 
Therefore prepare, or yield thee to thy doom. 

FFTZALLAN. 

Yield to a Saxon ! let this good right arm. 

That's done such execution on thy race, 

Be from my body hack'd ; this tongue, that's bid 

Defiance to a hundred other foes, 

Be rooted from my throat, ere it denote 

A sign of yielding to a Saxon churl I 

EDRIC. 

If not, have at thee with my trusty sword. 

[Theyjflghty Fitzalla^ falU. 

FITZALLAN. 

Hast thou prevail'd, — and am I stricken down, 

No more to rise ? where, where my wonted strength. 

That ne'er before has fail'd me ? — I must die here. 

EDRIC. 

A fairer death than thy foul life deserved. 
Or than thy base designs awarded rae. 

FITZALLAN. 

Oh, may the curse of heaven light on her heart, 
Who fail'd to practise what her tongue profess'd. 
Then thou hadst not been here lo ^^^ xk^ ^^\i^\ 
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EDRIC. 

Vile machinations often thus recoil 
Upon their authors — hasten on their end. 
While their intended victim lives secure. 

FITZALLAN. 

Ten thousand curses hang on all thy race ; 

Pursue them to destruction ; may thy name^ 

Blighted and blasted with misfortune's ills^ 

Become a bye word [He dies. 

EDRIC. 

Canst thou curse no more ? 
Trumpets, 8fc, — Enter Rollan and Blethwyn. 

BLETHWYN. 

Now welcome, Edric, the victory is ours. 

ROLLAN. 

The day is won — so well our Welchmen fought. 
So timely did thy friends their force advance. 
That scarce a Norman's left to tell the tale. 
Except their chief, who may have fled the field. 

BLETHWYN. 

I cannot think he's fled, for Edric had. 

With tiger's vengeance, mark'd him out for death. 

EDRIC. 

See where he lies, by Edric's arm beat down ; 
Too good a death for such inhuman wretch. 

BLETHWYN. 

So perish ev'ry Norman in the land. 

EDRIC. 

And now towards Shrewsbury with what speed we can. 
Ere they recover the surprise that this. 
Their total rout, will strike into their hearts. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV. 

An apartment in Shrewsbury Castle. 
Hubert and Countess. 

HUBERT. 

Fitzosbern 's right, this insurrection is 
Well organised and general, and will crave 
Our utmost vigilance to keep it down. 

COUNTESS. 

'Tis pity now, methinks, he did not take 
Some softer means to keep the Saxon here. 

HUBERT. 

That *s where thy brother err'd ; the wrong he's done 

The noble Edric, will his anger whet. 

Rouse all his efforts, sting him to revenge. 

And cause betwixt us greater enmity. 

Which in these times 'twere better to have sooth'd. 

But what of Constance ? hast thou gathered aught 

Of the mysterious silence she observes ? 

COUNTESS. 

Alas ! she does not speak, but sullen sobs 
Break from her heaving breast, as if some woe — 
'Twere pain to smother, greater pain to tell — 
Gat hold upon her heart, and held it there 
With bitt'rest throes and torture exquisite. 

[Enter Adela 

HUBERT, 

How fares thy sister, Adela, dost thou know ? 

ADELA. 

When from my uncle's presence we retired, 
I did entreat her to confide m me> 
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Unburden her sad hearty which secm'd borne down 
With woo unspeakable ; the more I urged, 
The more her grief, and answer made she none. 

HUBERT. 

'Tis very strange ; and didst thou leave her so, 
Without eliciting some sign by which 
We a)ight tor all this mystery account ? 

ADGLA. 

Some incoherent words, with frequent starts. 
At times escaped her ; mutt'ring to herself. 
With imjwrt on her dark and frowning brow. 
In noiseless whisper ; then with vacant look 
She shook her head, and seem'd to answer — No. 
At length, with sudden impulse starting up. 
As if s^nne newborn thought had cross'd her brain. 
With piteous look of mingled grief and scorn. 
She waved her hand, and wam*d me to be gone. 

HVBCRT« 

Thou shouldst nv^t so have left her, some mi^p— 

K/tfer ArtKXPAXT* 
My lofU. a pur^uivdul has ju^t arrived^. 
\VUv> state:? FitJOcsbero U in full retreyit, 
FiualLai kiird» his ts>rw a fearful njut. 

T» JW I jues§*d> Edric hdLS job *vi ibe WeIclL„ 
Ami we by ouaaberj ba«e b^^ro overpowered. 
>Je*ertkeves55s. thb otjcle will jjxrJL 
A sa*e recreate invi scanvi a '.et:^!;iea*vi sK»sse. 
I wii^ «u> woii tie w-vilisj — Loci r,^ ;be uxx^pj; 
Sije rfxott 30 Cofiscutce* <etKi :cr aiai woo^se skill 
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COUNTESS. 

Fitzallan kill'd ! what will she say to that ? 
Alas ! what trouble may we not expect ; 
Would we were safe in Nornaandy again. 



SCENE V. 

I?i a wood near Edric^s camp. 

Constance {sola). 
Howl on ye fierce and warring elements ; 
Pour out your fury on my guilty head^ 
Root out the envy, jealousy, and hate. 
That have corroded Nature's very spring. 
Strike me with light — alas ! what words are these ? 
Sure my mind is wandering : for the night. 
But for the soldier's carol in the camp. 
Is still as death, and black as is the sin 
That covers me with shame incurable. 
Within, within— 'tis there the tempest wars, 
Remorse with evil passions now contends. 
Shaking my soul with all but mortal strife. 
My noble father's anger is the blast 
That makes such hideous howling in mine ears. 
Thrills ev'ry limb and ev'ry nerve with fear. 
The huge, incessant, pond'rous drops, that beat 
Against the crazy casement of my brain, 
A sorrowing mother's tears; and the glance 
Of truth and innocence that yet adorns 
A rival sister's brow, is but the flash 
That lightens up my soul with conscious crime. 
Their presence then I never can endure \ 
Ah, whither — whither shaW A ?Ln \ 
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Enter a Saxon Soldier. 

Who 's there ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Stranger am 1 — 

SOLDIER. 

A female, by thy voice ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Aye, and a Norman : lead me to thy chief. 

\_Exeunt. 



SCENE VI. 

A field before Shrewsbury Castle. — English and Welch 

forces encamped. 

Enter Edric, Rollan, and Blethwyn. 

EDRIC. 

Princes, it seems, Fitzosbern keeps within 
This Norman fortress ; hiding there the force 
With which he proudly threaten 'd to maintain 
His tyrant pow'r, and subjugate your land. 
Now say, shall we at once assail him here. 
And lay this castle level with the ground ? 
Or shall we offer terms that may invite 
His quick surrender, and his march from hence ? 

ROLLAN. 

Nay, let us not allow him time to think ; 
But while our troops are flush'd with victory, 
Let loose their fury on those frowning walls, 
That^ while they stand, a lasting proof remain 
Of the enslaved condition of t\\e land. 
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BLBTHWYN. 

First let oar trumpets summon to the walls 
One of their chiefs : they may perchance incline 
To yield us up a bloodless victory. 

Enter Gurth. 
My lord, this evening, as our soldiers watch'd, 
A female form, of lofty port but wan. 
Her hair dishevell'd, and her mantle loose, 
Approach'd our lines ; in few but urgent words 
She said she sought Lord Edric, and desired 
Immediate introduction to his tent. 

EDRIC. 

Sure 'tis not Adela ? — Well, and what then ? 

GURTH. 

My lord, she is without, and asks for thee. 

BLETHWYN. 

Dost thou not know her ? 

ROLLAN. 

Does she come in peace ? 

GURTH. 

Her earnest gesture and her kindling eye, 
Would lead one to suspect that mischief lurk'd 
Beneath what might appear an angel's form. 

[7b Edric. 
My lord, 'tis Hubert's daughter. 

EDRIC. 

Which of them ? 

GURTH. 

The elder, as I think ; but do not seek — 

EDRIC. 

Let her advance, she cannot harm us now. 
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ROLLAN. 

What should this mean ? 

EDRIC. 

I know no more than ye. 

BLETHWYN. 

Some maniac I judge, sent by the Norman here 
For no good purpose, that we may be sure. 

[^Re-enter Gurth with Constance. 

EDRIC. 

How heavily does guilt sit on that brow ! (aside) 
The lady Constance ? what can bring her here 
In plight so ill, and such unseason'd hour? 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh, spare me ! spare me ! spare a guilty wretch, 
Whose sad perturbed spirit fain would seek 
Rest and oblivion from an outraged world. 

EDRIC. 

What could have urg'd thee to attempt my life ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Nay, ask me not — but rather ask of him 
Whom thou hast sent to an untimely end ; 
As vile a monster as e'er play'd upon 
The evil passions of frail woman's heart. 
Sad disappointment— envy — pride and hate. 
Oh ! hide me from the vengeance that awaits 
The guilty ; shield me from a father's wrath— 
A mother's grief — a sister's scorn. Canst not ? 
Wilt not give shelter from the furious storm 
That still assails me ?— then this must end it ! 

EDRIC. 

She raves — she raves ! 
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GURTH. 

Nay, lady, stay thine hand. 
[Constance attempts to poison herself ^ but is 
prevented by Edric and Gurth, and /alls at 
EoRic'sfeet. 

EDRIC. 

This is the cursed poison whose effects 

Were instantaneous in yon castle's keep. 

What peril was intended me, and how 

By merest accident have I escap'd ! 

Here, Gurth, support her in, and by the morn 

Dispatch a trumpet to the castle-gate ; 

She shall have ev'ry care, howe'er my foe. 

[Exit Gurth with Constance. 
Let us go round the camp, cheer up the men, 
(Although their spirits lack not for support) ; 
Our presence like the sun in harvest time 
Will warm their ardour to the highest pitch. 

[^Exeunt. 



SCENE VII. 

Before the walls of the Castle. 
Enter Edric, Roi/LAn, Blethwyn, Gurth, and Forces. 

EDRIC. 

Soldiers and Princes — brothers in the war ! 
Thus far has fortune led our conquVing arms. 
Thus far has crown'd our efforts with success : 
But what is unaccomplished must be won. 
E'en at the risk of all. Those frowning walls, 
That seem to bid defiance to our strength. 
Must be laid level with the teeming earth. 
Remember then the cause ?ot vi\\\c\v ^^ ^^^-^ 
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The liberty your fathers held so dear; 

Not liberty with license to obstruct 

The flow of social order. Nature's law, 

But sacred, holy liberty, which God 

Stampt with his image on the human heart ; 

The liberty to think, to speak, to strike 

When or our safety or our honour calls 

Our ancient institutions to preserve. 

Remember too the wrongs ye have endur'd. 

The insolence, the cruelty, the scorn 

Your wives — yourselves — your children have received 

From this unmask 'd, this proud vindictive foe. 

They come to win our lands, to spoil our hearths. 

And not to rule in justice, as they feign'd. 

Then steel your hearts with vengeance, nerve your arms 

With strength, with courage they shall not resist : 

Let ev'ry drop of blood that warms your veins 

Be pour'd upon the soil that gave ye birth. 

Rather then yield it to a foreign rule ; 

Invoke the god of battles, call to mind 

Your ancient valour and your King's renown ; 

Think upon Hastings— think above ye see 

Our Harold's spirit soaring in the air, 

Seeking revenge in this day's victory. 

[Trumpet sounds from the Castle. 

GURTH. 

The trumpet sounds a parley from the walls. 

EDRIC. 

See what they would ; maybe they ask for terms. 

[^Exit GuRTH. 

ROLLAN. 

Nought but a quick surrender shall suffice — 

[Enter a Messenger, who gives a letter to Edric. 
fVe have them then, these Normans, \w «l «\x«\l. 
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BLETHWYN. 

Mark, Rollan, mark, — what ails our noble friend ? 
Some sad mischance — his colour comes and goes 
As if conflicting passions were at work. 

ROLLAN. 

Edric, what news, that thus thou seem'st disturbed ? 

EDRIC. 

Princes, a word : the Norman has return'd, 
These letters now apprise me ; and his force, 
Already in York's city, has surpris'd 
Our new-form'd garrison, who northward fly, 
Leaving him master of the country round. 

Re-enter Gurth. 
The Count de Brient, and attendant trains, 
Demand safe conduct to Lord Edric's tent. 

EDRIC. 

Let them advance. 

\JExit Gurth. 

ROLLAN. 

Sure thou'lt not forego 
The great advantage we've already gain'd. 

[Re-enter Gurth, with Hubert, Countess, Adela, 

and Attendant, 

EDRIC. 

Now, Hubert, what would'st thou ? The Countess too ! 
And my fair Adela, who my life preserv'd — 
How falters my resolve at sight of thee ! (aside.) 

HUBERT. 

We come to thank thee, Saxon, for the care 
Our ill-starr'd daughter at thy hand received— 
Forbearance far outstripping her deserts. 

EDRIC. 

Nay, Hubert, name it not •, rude V\vo\Ji^ ^^X^ft^ 
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We feel for human passions led astray 
By sophistry and vile imparted art, 

COUNTESS, 

Where, where is she bestow*d ? ITiat I should live 
To see a daughter, whom I thought as pure 
From all such evil actions as the dove, 
A monster of iniquity ! Ah me ! 

ADELA. 

Nay, weep not, dearest mother ; she may yet 
Live to repent her of this heinous crime, 
And seek forgiveness from the throne of grace. 

EDRIC. 

She has — she does ; and 'tis my fervent prayer 
Her sorrowful sad heart may be restor'd 
To healthful beating, and her parent's love : 
She now reclines within my tent. But see 
Our ancient friend, who help'd me back to life. 
He of her present state can best report. 

Enter Doctor. 

HUBERT. 

Now, Doctor, what say'st thou ? how fares my girl ? 

DOCTOR. 

Some grievous sin lays heavy on her mind ; 
But with soft anodynes we have allay'd 
The bosom's torture, and she silent sleeps. 

HUBERT. 

Then let her rest ; and should she be restor'd, 
We'll seek some convent in her native land. 
Her sad repentant spirit to receive. — 
And now, my lord, I come to speak of peace. 
On terms I hope thy love shall reconcile. 
And justify thy fealty to the King 
Before the face of all thy counU^men, 
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EDRIC. 

Hubert, I thought the victor spoke of terms. 
And not the leader, who, coop'd up within 
Yon narrow fortress, shuns the open fight: 
But from the love I bear to thee and thine, 
To prove I seek not to involve in war 
My native land, or court ambition's gifts, 
Pm willing now to treat; but it must be 
Here on this spot, and with the chief who rules. 

HUBERT. 

He shall be summon'd ; and to prove my faith, 
I leave my wife and daughter hostages. 

[Exit Hubert. 

EDRIC. 

Be it so then — they shall have due respect (orfflfe) 
How ev'ry chance unites, spite all our acts 
Of courage, conduct, concert, and of zeal, 
To seat this Norman on the English throne : 
E'en from his fatal landing on our shores 
Success attends him wheresoe'er he goes. 
And 'tis success confirms what right denies. 

ADELA. 

My lord ! — 

EDRIC. 

— I cry thee pardon, Adela ; 
My soul 's absorb'd in contemplation deep. 
Seeking for that it cannot comprehend. 

ADELA. 

And can it not discern aught else but chance ? 
Think'st thou that chance alone has done all this? 
Was 't chance conducted William to these shores. 
And made him victor on that well-fought day. 
When all that valour, all that strength could do 
Was put forth freely on t\i^ t\«i\aoyJ% ^\di^\ 
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Dost think 'twas chance directed then the dart 
That pierc'd thy Harold's brain, and stopt at once 
His crown's career and his? — Oh, think not so! 
Rather believe 'tis that all-ruling Power, 
Who holds the fate of nations in his hands. 
For some wise purpose from us mortals hid. 
Thine efforts frustrates, these events ordains: 
And with such demonstrations of his will. 
Is *t not presumption, is 't not sin to war ? 

EDRic. (aside,) 

With what exalted sense her mind's imbued ! 
How must her words speak home to ev'ry heart I 
How does her reas'ning far surpass her years ! 
It is, it must be He — and William's but 
His instrument ; 'twere folly to proceed. 

ROLLAN. 

Edric, how now ? what terms dost thou expect 
From the proud chieftain mured in yonder walls ? 

EDRIC. 

Such terms, good Rollan, as shall give no cause 
For any friends of Edric's to complain. 

[Trumpets — Enter Fitzosbern, Hubert, 8fc. 
Good time of day to William's chosen chief; — 
When last we met 'twas in another guise. 

fitzosbern. 
Edric, I'd have thee boast not the success 
That may have crown'd thine arms ; but make the best 
Of what thy fortune now affords. The King, 
Willing to do strict justice unto all. 
Does grant thee peace and lasting amnesty. 
And to thy Welch allies immunity. 
So ye lay down your arms, and take once more 
The oath of strict allegiance to his ru\e. 
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ROLLAN. 

What say'st thou, Edric ? art thou now content 
To seek the Norman's friendship, and resign 
All hopes of seeing Edmond's line restored? 

ADELA. 

And for the sake of one, whose pow'rless arm 
Was never meant a sceptre long to wield, 
Wouldst have him plunge his land in civil strife ? 

EDRIC. 

Wouldst have me war with angels— with high heaven, 

Who fights on William's side? No, I submit, 

If for my future fealty to the King 

Count Hubert's daughter be my guarantee. 

PITZOSBERN. 

Thou dost anticipate his fondest wish ; 
For in his name I now do proffer thee 
The hand of this our well-beloved niece ; 
Restoring thee thine honours and estates, 
Ranking thee 'mongst the first within the realm. 
How say'st thou, Adela ? art thou so content 
Thus Edric's bond of fealty to seal ? 

ADELA. 

With all my heart I yield him here my hand, 
In hopes that peace will flourish through the land ; 
That the two races when combin'd may be 
A nation loyal, powerful, brave, and free ; 
Her sons for deeds of arms and arts renown'd. 
With bliss her daughters, and with virtue crown'd ; 
The people happy, and contented made, 
The sovereign honour'd, and the laws obuy'd. 

\_Cur tain falls, 

THE END. 



PAIKTBD BT METCALVB K1X& YK1.VI'&«., ClwVL^^Vtk^^ 



By the same AtUhor, 



PAUL BEFORE NERO. A Poem. 

8ro. Price Is, Qdi 

THE CONFLAGRATION OF ROME. A Pobm. 

8t70, Price 2s, 6d. 



STANFORD UNIVERSITY LIBRAI 
CECIL H. GREEN LIBRARY 
STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 94305 

(415) 723-1493 

All books may be recalled after 7 



DATE DUE 




